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GEORGE, 
Duke of Buckingham. 


May it pleaſe your Grace, 
othing could ever contri- 
AS bute more to my having a 
NF good Opinion of my ſelf, 
than the being favour'd by 
your Grace: The Thought 
of which has ſo exalted me, that I 
can no longer conceal my Pride from 
the World; but muſt publiſh the Joy 
I receive in having ſo noble a Patron; 
and one ſo excelling in Wit and Judg- 
ment ; Qualities which even your Ene- 
mies could never doubt of, or detract 
from; and which make all good — 
an 


1 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
and Men of Senſe admire you, and 
none but Fools and ill Men fear you 
for em. I am extreamly ſenſible 
what Honour it is to me, that my 
Writings are approved by your Grace, 
who, in your own, have ſo clearly 
ſhewn the Excellency of Wit and 
Judgment in your ſelf, and ſo juſtly 
the Defect of em in others, that they 


at once ſerve for the greateſt Example 


and the ſharpeſt Reproof. And no 
Man who has perfectly underſtood the 
Rehearſal, and ſome other of your 
Writings, if he has any Genius at all, 
can write ill after it. 
I pretend not of an Epiſtle to make 
a Declamation upon theſe and your 
other excellent Qualities; for naming 


the Duke of Buckingham is enough, | 


who cannot have greater Commenda- 
tions from me, than all who have the 


. 


Honour to know him already give 


him. Amongſt which Number I think 


it my greateſt Happineſs to be one; 


and can never be prouder of any thing 


can arrive to me, than of the Honour 


of having been admitted ſometimes 


into your Grace's Converſation, _ 
mo 


— 2 = 2 „ wan wy we | 


Epiſtle Dedicatory: 
moſt charming in the World. I am 
now to preſent your Grace with this 


1 Hiſtory of Timon, which you were 


pleaſed to tell me you liked ; and it 
is the more worthy of you, ſince it has 
the inimitable Hand of Shakeſpear 
init, which never made more maſterly 
Strokes than in this, Yet I can truly 
ſay, I have made it into a Play, 
which I humbly lay at your Feet, beg- 
ing the Countenance of your Favour, 
which no Man can value more than I 
ſhall ever do, who am unfeignedly, 


My Lord, 
Your Grace's 


Moſt Obedient 


Humble Servant, 


Tho. Shadwell. 


A 3 


*** 
PROLOGUE. 


Ao the bare Gleanings of the Stage are grown Y | 
The only Portion for brisk Wits o'th' Town, 

We mean ſuch as have no Crop of their un; 
.Methinks you ſhould encourage them that ſow, 

Who are to watch and gatber what does grow. 

Thus a poor Poet muſt maintain a Muſe, 
As, you do Miſtreſſes for others Uſe : 

The wittieſt Play can ſerve bim but one Day, 

Tho for three Months it finds you what to ſay. 

Yet you your Creditors of Wit will fail, 

And never pay, but borrow on and rail. 

Poor Eccho's can repeat Wit, tho they've none, | 

Like Bag-pipes they no Sound have of their own, >! 

Till ſome into their Emptineſs be blown. 

et. — 

To be thought Wits and Judges they're ſo glad, 

And labour for't, as if they were Wit-mad. 

Some will keep Tables for the Wits 0'th' Nation, 

And Poets eat them into Reputation. 

Some Scriblers will Wit their whole Bus neſt make, 

For labour'd Dulneſs grievous Pains will take ; 

And when with many Throes they've travail'd long, 

They now and then bring forth a fooliſh Song. 

One Fop all modern Poets will contemn, 

And by this Means a parlous Judge will ſeem, 
Mit is a common Idol, and in vain 
| ' Fops try a thouſand ways the Name to gain. 
| | Pray judge the nauſeous Farces of the Age, 
And meddle not with Senſe upon the Stage; 
| To you our Poet not one Line —_— 
. Who ſuch a Coil will keep to be thought Wits : 
"Tis you who truly are ſo be would - 1 
But knows it is not to be done with eaſe. 
In th' Art of judging you as wiſe are grown 
As in their Choice ſome Ladigs of the Town, 


Your: 


PROLOG U E. 


Four neat ſhap'd Barbary Wits you will deſpiſe, 
Aid none but luſty Sinewy Writers prize. 
E Old Engliſh Shakeſpear-Stomachs you have ſtill, 
„And judge as our Fore-fathers writ with Skill, 
Vou coin the Wit, the Witlings of the Town 
; 5 Retailers are, that ſpread it up and down ; 


Set but your Stamp upon't, tho it be Braſs, 
With all the Wou'd-be-Wits, "twill current paſs : 
Try it to day, and ue are ſure 'twill hit, 

All to your Sov'reign Empire muſt ſubmit. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


IMON of Athens. Mr. Betterton. 
Alcibiades, an Athenian Captain. Mr. Smith. 
Apemantus, a rigid Philoſopher. Mr. Harris. 


Nicias, .. Mr. Standford. 
Phzax, Mr. Underhill. 
Alius, Vr. Leigh. 
Cleon, Senators of Athens. Mr. Norris. 
Iſander, Mr. Percival. 
Iſidore, Mr. Gillo. 
Thraſillus, 

Demetrius, Timon's Steward. Mr. Medburne. 
Diphilus, Servant to Timon, Mr. Bowman. 
Old Man. Mr. Richards. 
Poet. Mr. Je von. 
Painter. 

Je ueller. 

Muſician. 

Merchant. 

Evandra. Mrs. Betterton. 
Meliſſa. Mrs. Shadwell. 
Chloe. Mrs. Gibbs. 


Thais * Mrs. Seymour. 
|; dip reſſes to Alcibiades. Mrs. Le-Grand. 


Phrinias 
Servants, Meſſengers, ſeveral Maſquerades, Soldiers. 


SCENE ATHENS, 


TIMON 
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ACT IL. 
Enter Demetrius. 


Demetrius. 
W ſtrange it is to fee my riotous Lord 
Wich careleſs Luxury betray himſelf! 
Jo feaſt and revel all his Hours away; 
2? Without account how faſt his Treaſure ebbs, 


| 2 _ lowly flows, and when 1 warn'd him 


His following Dangers, with his rigorous Frowns 
He nipt my growing H i'th Bud, 
And kill'd it quite; and well for me he did fo, 


t was a barren Stock would yield no Fruit: 
ut now, like evil Counſellours, I comply, 
Aud lull him in his (oft lethargick Life; 

nd like ſuch curſed Politicians can : 
bare in the headlong Ruine, and will riſe byt: 


What vaſt Rewards to nauſeous Flatterers, 
o Pimps and Women what _ he gives! 


5 TIMON of Athens: 
And ſhall I have no Share ? Begone all Honeſty, 


Thou tooliſh, lender, thread-bare, ſtarving thing begone ! | | 


Enter Poet. 


Here's a Fellow-Horſe-leech : How now, Poet, how 1 


goes the World ? 
Poet. Why, it wears as it grows: But is Lord Timon 


viſible? 


preſent him? 


Poet. A little Offspring of my fruitful Muſc: She's in 


travel daily for his Honour. 
Dem. For your own Profit, you groſs Flatterer. 
By his damnd Panegyricks he has written [Afide, 
Himſelf up to my Lord's Table, 
Which he ſeldom fails; nay, into his Chariot, 
Where he in publick does not bluſh to own 
The ſordid Scribler. 


Poet. The laſt thing I preſented my noble Lord was 


Epigram : But this is in Heroick Style. 


Dem. What d'ye mean by Style: that of good Senſe | 
is all alike; that is to ſay, with apt and eaſie Words, 
not one too little or too much: And this I think good 


Style. 


Heroicks muſt be lofty and high-ſounding ; 
No eaſie Language in Heroick Verſe; 

'Tis moſt unfit: for ſhould I name a Lion, 
I muſt not in Heroicks call him ſo! 


Dem. What then ? 
Poet. I'd as ſoon call him an Aſs. No thus 


The fierce Numidian Monarch of the Beaſts. 
Dem. That's lofty, is it? 


Poet. O yes! but a Lion would ſound fo baldly, not 


to be endut'd, and a Bull roo-----but 
The mighty Warrior of the horned Race: 


Ah! how that ſounds ! 


Dem. Then I perceive Sound's the great Matter in this 


Way. | | 
Poet. Ever while you live. 


Dem. How would you ſound a Fox, as you call it? 


Poet, A Fox is but a ſcurvy Beaſt for Heroick Verſe. | 
5 Dem. Hum 


Dem. He'll come out ſuddenly, what have yoy to F 


Poet. O Sir, you are wide o'th Matter! apt and eaſie! 
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Or, The MAN-HATER. a 
Dem. Hum-=--is it ſo ? how will a Raven do in Heroick? 
Poet. Oh! very well, Sir. 

That black and dreadful Fate- denouncing Fowl. 

Dem. An excellent Sound !----But let me ſee your Piece. 
Poet. Ill read it tis a good morrow to the Lord Timon. 
Dem. Do you make good motto ſound loſtily? 
Poet. Oh! very loftily. _ 


The ringed Vallance of your Eyes advance, 
Shake off your canopy'd and downy Trance: 
Phoebus already quaffs the Morning Dew, 

Each does his daily Leaſe of Life renew. | 


Now you ſhall hear Deſcription, tis the very Life of Poetry, 


He darts his Beams on the Lark's moſſy Houſe, 

And from his quiet Texement does rouze 

The little charming” and harmonious Foul. 

Which fings its Lump of Body to @ Soul: 

Swiftly it clambers up in the ſteep Air 

With warbling Throat, and makes each Note a Stair. 


There's Rapture for you | hah !--- 
Dem. Very fine! 


Poet. This the ſollicitous Lover ſtrait alarms, 
Who too long ſlumber'd in bis Czlia's Arms : 
And now the ſwelling Spunges of the Night 
With _ Heads ſtagger fron their Delight : 
Slovenly Taylors to their Needles haſte: 
Already now the moving Shops are plac'd. 
By thoſe who crop the Treaſures of the Fields, 
And all thoſe Gems the rip ning Summer yields. 


Who d'ye think they are now ? Why Nothing but 
Herb-Women : There are fine lofty Expreſſions for Herb- 
Women! ha! Already now, &yc. 

Dem. But what's all this to my Lord ? 

Poet. No, that's true, tis Deſcription though. 

Dem. Yes, in twenty Lines to deſcribe to bun that tis 
about the Fourth Hour in the Morning I'll in and let 
him know in three Words tis che Seventh. [Exit Demet. 

Enter Muſician. 

Poet. Good Morning, Sir: whither this way ? 

Muf. To preſent his Honour with a Piece of Muſick, 
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3 TIMON of Athens: 
Enter Demetrius. 
Dem. My Lord will ſoon come out. 
Poet. He's the very Spirit of Nobility---- 

And like the Sun, whenever he breaks — 

His univerſal Bounty falls on all. 

Enter Merchant, Jeweller, Painter, and ſeveral others. 
Jewel. Good morrow, Gentlemen. 
Paint. Save you all. 

Dem. Now they begin to ſwarm about the Houſe ! 
Poet. What Confluence the worthy Timon draws ! 

Magick of Bounty----Theſe familiar Spirits 

Are conjur d up by thee. 

Merch. Tis a ſplendid Jewel. 

Jewel. Tis of an excellent Water. 
Poet. What have you there, Sir ? 
Paint. Ir is a Picture, Sir, a dumb Piece of Poetry : 


But you preſent a ſpeaking Poem. 


Poet. I have a little thing ſlipt idly from me: 
The Fire within the Flint thews not it (elf, 
— be ſtruck; our gentle Flame provokes 
t felf-—-- | 
Dem. You write ſo ſcurvily, the Devil's in any Man 
that provokes you but your ſelf. 
Poet. It is a pretty Mocking of the Life. 
Paint. So, ſo. | 
Dem. Now muſt theſe Raſcals be preſented all, 
As if they had ſav d his Honour, or his Life; 
And I muſt have a Feeling in the Buſineſs. 
Enter certain Senators going in to Timon. 
Poet. How this Lord is fo 25 ES | 
wm: Enter more who paſs over. | 
Paint. See more, well, he's a noble Spirit! 
Jewel. A moſt worthy Lord ! 
Poet. What a Flood of Viſitors his Bounty draws !. 
Dem. You ſee all Conditions, how all Minds, 
As well of glib and ſlippery Creatures, as 
Of grave and auſtere Quality, preſent 
Their Services to Lord Timon's proſp'rous Fortune. 
He to his good and gracious Nature does ſubdue 
All ſorts of Tempers, from the ſmooth-fac'd Flattere 
'To Apemantus, that Philoſophical Chur! 1 
1 / 0 
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Or, The MAN-HAT ER. 5 
Who hates the World, and does almoſt abhor 


Himlſelf----- 
paint. He is a moſt excellent Lozd, and makes the 
fineſt Picture 
Poet. The Joy of all Mankind ; he deſerves a Homer 
for his Poet. 
Jewel. A moſt accompliſh'd Perſon! 
Poet. The Glory of the Age! 
Paint. Above all Parallel! 
Dem. And yet theſe Rogues, were this Man poor, would 
fly him, as I would them, if I were he. | 
[Soft Muſick, 
Poet. Here's excellent Muſick ! 
In what Delights he melts his Hours away ! 
Enter Timon and Senators, Timon addreſſing bimſelf 
courteouſly to all. 
Tim. My Lord, you wrong your ſelf, and 'bate too 
much of your own Merits: Tis but a Trifle, 
AElius. With more than common Thanks I muſt 
receive it. 
Iidore. Your Lordſhip has the very Soul of Bounty. 
Pheax. You load us with too many Obligations. 
Tim. I never can oblige my Friends too much. 
My Lord, I remember you the other Day 
Commended a Bay Courſer which I rode on. 
He's yours, becauſe you lik d him. 
Pheax. I beſeech your Lordſhip pardon me in this. 
Tim. My Word 15 paſt : Is there aught elſe you like? 
I know, my Lord, no Man can juſtly praiſe 
But what he does affect, and I muſt weigh 
My Friends Affections with my own : 
So kindly I receive your Viſits, Lords, 
My Heart is not enough to give, methinks 
I could deal Kingdoms to my Friends, and ne'er be weary. 
Alius. We all muſt ſtand amaz'd at your vaſt Bounty! 
Cleon. The Spirit of Magnificence reigns in you ! 
Pheax. Your Bounty's as diffuſive as the Sea. 
Tim. My noble Lords, you do me too much Honour. 
Iſaud. There lives not fach a noble Lord on Earth. 
Thrafil. None but the Sun and he oblige without 
E Proſpect of Return. 
B 3 Euter 


Which he ſhall have: I'll pay the Debt and free him. 


And when he's free, bid him depend on me: 
*Tis not enough to help the Feeble up, 


6  TIMON of Athens: 
Enter a Meſſenger, and whiſpers Timon. 
Tim. Lampridius impriſon'd! ſay you? 'F 
Meſſ. Yes, my good Lord, Five Talents is his Debt: 
His Means are ſhort, his Creditors moſt ſtrict, | 
He begs your Letter to thoſe cruel Men, 

That may preſerye him from his utter Ruine. 
Tim. I am not of that Temper, to ſhake off 
My Friend when moſt he 4 me. I know him, 

A Gentleman that well deſerves my Help; 


Meſſ. Your Lordſhip ever binds him to your Service. 
Tim. Commend me to him, I will ſend his Ranſom, 


But to ſupport him after - tell him ſo. 
Meſſ. All 2 to your Honour. ¶ Ex. Meſſenger. ' 
| 'nter an Old Athenian. 
Old Man. My Lord, pray hear me ſpeak. ; 
Tim. Freely, good Father. ( 
Old Man. You have a Servant nam'd Diphilus. 
"Tim. I have ſo, that is he. 
Old Man. That Fellow there by Night frequents my 
I am a Man that from my firſt have been [Houſe; 
Inclin'd to Thrift, and my Eſtate deſerves 
A nobler Heir than one that holds a Trencher. 
Tim. Go on. 
Old Man. I have an only Daughter; no Kin elſe, 
On whom J may confer oe I have got : 
The Maid is fair, oth' youngeſt for a Bride, 
And I have bred her at my deareſt coſt. 
This Man attempts her Love; pray, = good Lord, 
Join with me to forbid him ; I have often 
Told him my Mind in vain. 
Tim. The Man is honeſt, 
Old Man. His Honeſty rewards him in himſelf ; 
It muſt not bear my Daughter. 
Tim. Does ſhe love him? 
Old Man. She is young and apt. 
Tim. Do you love her ? | 
Diph. Yes, my good Lord, and ſhe accepts of mine. 
Oi Man, If to her Marriage my Conſent be wanting, 


ger. 


uſe > 
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Or, De MAN-HAT ER. 7 
{ call the Gods to witneſs, I will make 
ts of the Street my Heirs, ere ſhe 
hall have a Drachma. | 
Tim. This Gentleman of mine has ſerv'd me long; 
here is a Duty from a Maſter too: 


o build his Fortune, I will ſtrain a little; 
I Whatc'er your Daughter's Portion weighs, this Man's 


Shall counterpoiſe. | * 
Old Man. Say you fo, my Noble Lord! 
Upon your Honour this, then ſhe is his. 
Tim. Give me thy Hand: My Honour on my Promiſe. 
Diph. My Noble Lord, I thank you on my Knees: 
May I be as miſerable as I ſhall be baſe 
When I forget this moſt ſurprizing Favour : 
No Fortune or Eſtate ſhall e er be mine, 
Which I'll not humbly lay before your Feet. 
Tim. Riſe---I ne et do Good with Proſpect of Return, 
That were but merchandizing, a mere Trade 
Of putting Kindneſs out to Uſe. 
Poet. Vouchſafe 


T' accept my Labours, and long live your Lordſhip. 


Tim. I thank you; you ſhall hear from me anon: 
What have you there, my Friend? 

Paint. A Piece of Limning for your Lordſhip. 

Tim. Tis welcome. I like it, and you ſhall find Ido- 

Jewel. My Lord, here is the Jewel ! 

Tim. Tis excellent! 

Enter Apemantus. 

Jewel. Your Lordſhip mends the Jewel by the wearing. 

Tim. Well mock'd. 

Poet. No, my good Lord, he ſpeaks what all Men think. 

Apem. Scum of Flatterers, wilt thou ſtill perſiſt 
For filchy Gain, to gild and varnith o'er 
This great Man's Vanities! 

Tim. Nay, now we muſt be chidden. 

Poet. I can bear with your Lordthip. [Timon, 

Apem. Yes, and without him too: Vain, credulous 
If thou believ'ſt this Knave, thou art a Fool. 

Tim. Well, gentle Apemantus, good-motrow to thee, 

Apem. Till I am gentle, ſtay for thy good-morrow ; 
Till thou art Timon's Dog, and theſe Knayes honeſt. 

Tim, Why 


8 TIMO N of Athens: 
Tim. Why doſt thou call them Knaves ? 


Apem. They're Athenians, aud I'll not recant; 17 
TR all baſe Fawners; what a Coile is here 
With ſmiling, cringing, jutting out of Bums: IT 
I wonder whether all the Legs they make Bs 
Are worth the Sums they coſt you; Friendſhip's full ũ 
Of Dregs ; baſe, filthy Dregs. Thus honeſt Fools ri 
Lay out theit Wealth for Cringes. T 

Elius. Do you know us, Fellow? 

Apem. Did J not call you by your Names? 

Tim. Thou preacheſt agaiuſt Vice, and thou thy (elf IF le 

art proud, Apemantus. | 

Apem. Proud! that I am not Timon. v 

Tim. Why lo? Sy 

Apem. To give Belief to flatt'ring Knayes and Poets, At 
And to be ſtill my ſelf the greateſt Flatterer : Bu 
What ſhould Great Men be proud of ſtead of Noiſe * 
And Pomp and Show, and holding up their Heads, A 
And cocking of their Noſes; pleas d to fee * 
Baſe ſmiling Knaves, and cringing Fools bow to em? F. 
Did they but ſee their own ridiculous Folly, 0 


Their mean and abſurd Vanities; they d hide 

Their Heads within ſome dark and little Corner, 

And be afraid that every Fool ſhould find 'em. 5 4 
Tim. Thou haſt too much Sow'rneſs in thy Blood. 
Poet. Hang him,------nc'er mind him 
Apem. What is this foolith Animal Man, that we 

Should magnifie him ſo? A little warm | 

And walking Earth, that will be Aſhes ſoon ; . 


We come into the World crying and ſqualling, 3 Þ 
And ſo much of our Time's confum'd in dri ling Infancy, | 

In Ignorance, Sleep, Diſeaſe and Trouble, that 7 
The Remainder is not worth the being rear'd to. 5 


Pheax. A preaching Fool! E 
Apem. A Fool? if thou had'ſt half my Wit, thou'dſt find F. 
Thy ſelf an Aſs! Is it not Truth I ſpeak ? | T 
Are n't all the Arts and Subtleties of Men, E 
All their Inventions, all their Sciences, E 
All their Diverſions, all their Sports, little enough PT 
To paſs away their N Hours with, | Y 
ite be borne with Patience? T 


And make a heavy L | 
| Tim. I, 


elf 
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Or, The MAN-HATER. 9 
Tim. I, with the Help of Friends, will make mine eaſiet 
Than what your Melancholly frames. 
Apem. How little do'ſt thou look before thee! 
Thou, who takes 
Such great Felicity in Fools and Knaves, 
And in thy own Enjoyments, wilt, ere long, 
Find em fuch thin, ſuch poor and empty Shadows, 
That thou wilt wiſh thou never had'ſt been born. 
Tim. I do not think ſo. 
Pheax. Hang him, ſend him to the Areopagus, and 
let him be whipt ! | _ | 
Apem. Thus Innocence, Truth and Merit often ſuffer, 
Whilſt Injurers, Oppreſſots, and deſertleſs Fools 
Swell in their brief Authority, look big, 
And ſtrut in Furs; tis a foul Shame, 
But tis a loathſome Age, it has beeff long 
Impoſthumating with its Villainy; 
And now the Swelling's broken out 
In moſt contagious Ulcers; no Place free 
From the deſtructive Peſtilence of Manners; 
Out upon'r ! tis time the World ſhould end! 
Tim. Do not rail ſo tis to little Putpoſe. 
Adem. I fear it is, I have done my Morning Lecture, 
And I'll be gone | , 
Tim. Whither ? 
Apem. To knock out an honeſt Athenian's Brains. 
Tim. Why: That's a Deed thou'lk die for, Apemantus.. 
Apem. Yes, if doing nothing be Death by the Law. 
* — Will nothing pleaſe thee ? how doſt thou like this 
1 2 5 | 
Apem. Better than the Thing twas drawn for ;. 
"Twill neither lie, drink, nor whore, 
Flatter a Man to his Face, and cut 
His Throat behind his Back; 
For fince falſe Smiles, and baſe Diſhonont 
Traffique with Man's Nature, 
He is but mere Out-fide; Pictures are 
Even ſuch as they give out: Oh! did you ſee 
The In-fides of theſe Fellows Minds about you, 
You'd loath the baſe Corruptions more than all 
The putrid Excrements their Bodies hide. 
Alius. Silence 


Lo, now the mighty n 
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Be ſoundly puniſk'd for his 8 


And varniſh'd Looks, can ſwallow Lords, get 
Great Bellies by t, yet keep their vittuous Vizors 


Did ſpring ! your matchleſs hter, 


And Hearts 
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10 TIMO N ef Athens: 

 Aligs. Silence the foul-miouth'd Villain. | 

Tim. y- not us. How lik ſt * jewel! 

Apem. Not 0 well as Plain- dealing which will not 
coſt a Man a Doit. 

Tim. What doſt thou think this Jewel tended. | 
 Apem. What Fools eſteem it, tis not worth my thinking. 


That muſt ſet infinite Value on a | 
Will keep thee warm, or — thy Thirſt, 
Or Hunger? No, it is Compariſon 
That gives it Value; then — look 'ſt upon 
* Finger, and art very proud to think 
r Man cannot have it: Childiſh Pleaſure ! 
— ſtretcht Inventions muſt be found to make 
Great Wealth of Uſe! Oh! that I were a Lord! 
Tim. What would'ſt thou do? * 
Apem. 1 would cudgel 
Two Men a Day for flatering me, till I 
Had beaten the whole Senate. 
Pheax. Let the Villain 


A 
1. 
1 
U 
U 


V 


by 


Tim. No, the Man is honeſt, tis his Humour: : Tis odd, 
And methinks pleaſant, - You muſt Gay with me, 
Apemantus. | 

Apem. I devour no Lords. 

Tim. No, if you did, the Ladies would be angry: 
Adem. Yet — with all their modeſt Sim 185 


W „ 


On, till a poor little Baſtard ſteals into 
The World, and tells a Tale. 
Enter Nicias. [Arms 
' Tim. My noble Lord, welcome! moſt welcome 2 my 
You are the Fountain from which all 2 W N 
eli ſſa. 


Nic. You honour us too much, my Lord. 8 
Tim. 1 cannot, the is the Joy of 4 not the chi 

Of Nature, the only Life I live 2 Oh, — her Vows 

Were once exp — It is, methi 

Till that bleſt a bo when we ſhall join our anda 


* "Tis 


:4 *# 11.1 L_ 
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Nic. Tis but a Week, my Lord. 24 * 
oy 'Tis a Thouſand Years. © 
. Thow miſerable Lord, haſt thou, to o compleat 
y Calamiries, that of Love, 
| 1 cell unmanly Madneſs of the Mind, 
hat ſpecious Cheat, as falſe as Friendſhi a 
Did'ſt thou bur ſee how like a ſniveling — 
Thou look ſt and talk ſt, thou od ſt abhor or 125 at 
Thy own admir'd Image. 
Tim. Peace: I will hear no Railing on this 
Apem. Oh vile corrupted Time ! that Men — be. 
| Deaf to good Counſel, not to Flattery ! 
Tim. Come my dear Friends, let us now viſit our Gardens, 
And refreſh out ſelves with ſome cool Wines and Fruit; 
I am tranſported with your Viſits 
There is not now a Prince whom I can envy, 
Unleſs it be that he can more beſtow - 
Upon the Men he loves. 
Elius. My Noble Lord, Who would not wed your 
N , tho' without a Dowry ? 
W oſt worthy Timon ! | 
* has a Life you may not call your own? 
dd, „ We = - our Slaves. 
. Poet. The Joy Mankind! 
Jewel. Grear $ Ars of Nobleneſs 
Tim. We muſt not part this Day, my Friends. | 
a Ap. So, ſo, — Slaves! Aches contract and make 
5 Your fu le joints to wither 3 that there thould be 
So little Love among theſe Knaves, yet all this Couneſy! 
They hate and ſcorn each other, yer they kiſs | 
it they were of different Sexes: Villains 1 Villains! 


bn. 6 


; Exeunt Omnes. 
ns: Enter 1 . Timon. 
my Tim. Hail to the fair Evandre ! methinks your Looks 


are chang d, 
= And clouded: with ſome Grief that miſbecomes em. 
C Evan. My Lord, my Ears this Morning were ſaluted with 
The moſt unhapp ppy News, the diſmal' ' Story, 
WS IF The only one cou'd have afflicted me; 
My Dream foretold it, and I wak'd on, 
Wich a cold Sweat o'er all my Limbs, 


4. TIMO N off Athens : 

Tim. What is it, Madam 2 xx) ' 4k 

Evand. You ſpeak not witch the KindneG you were 
I have been us d 50 tenderer Words than theſe: | brot, 
N e- r 2212 

m. What is t diftur you ſo— too well Afide. 

Evan. N r. 
The only carthly I emoy'd,— 

And that on which my Li 
Tim. No, I-muſt ever love my excellent Evandre ! | 
Buam. Aeliſſa will not ſuffer it: Ob cruel Timon? 

Thou well may ſt bluſh at thy Ingratitude !- 
Had I (6 much t wards thee, I ne'er hou'd ſhow 
My Face without Confuſion: Such a Guilr, 
if 1 bad deſtroy'd thy Race, and ruin'd 
All thy Eſtate, and e thee infamous 
Thy — to me I could before 
—_— Reſpects of Ki Wealth and Fame. 
2 n 
. Call 7 _ 3 
Whoſe Race I ſp m, Alcidery 
Tho not my Fore, — ans 
And my unſpotted Fame yielded to none. 
You on your 22 — times have ſworn, 
That they exceeded all, and yet all theſe, 
The only Treaſures a poor Maid poſlcſt, 
I ſacrific d to — canal ather choſe 
To throw myſelf away, than you ſhould be 
Uneaſy in your Wiſhes; — happy, 


And yet unhappy Time, = me 
My Life, my 5 Joy, my — my All. 
gle With pom you ; 


NEAT] 
ay, every Action, of mine, 
How . er cheir large Cane ence 
Stretcht out, yet center'd all in : You were 
My End, the only thing could il wy Mind. 
. Tim. — — 3 wks 3 hed 
Nor ſeen ber! hat 
* Ah Timon I have lov'd you ſo, chat 
y Eyes offended you, 1 with thele Fi 
Had pus em by the Roots, and caſt 1 from me: 
* 


„ A of ,d *. br t.. 3 AH 


— 


m4 ed AY 3 Oo RP mo 


or, The MAN-YATER. 3 
Or had FF a 
Nerv | I with this Hand would tip it open: 
Shew me a Wife in Athens can ſay this; . 
And yet L am not one, but you are now to marry 
Tim, 2 


By m 
An Sony | ny ſhew'd you 
, Bounty ! ab Timon! 


I am not yer ſo mean, but I contem 
Your tranſitory Dirt, and all Rewards, 

Mohr pp bg tf ny oy YG 
Of all my Though and Wiſhes in Return 
You bave.lov'd me! Oh miſerable Sound! _ _ . 
I would you never had, or always would. 

Tim. Man is not Maſter of his Appetites, - 
Heav'n ways our Mind to Lore. 

Evan. But Hell to Falſhood: 
How many H s 
Evengl Lone. Hil ies not yet abſolv d 
You of your Oaths to me; not can I ever 
My Loa es ane uch youts tbo little, | 


Meliſſa; 
Has fo inflam' me, I can have none without her. 
2 If I had loy'd another, when you firſt, 

My dear falſe Timon, ſwore to me, wou'd you 

Have wiſh'd I might have found my Happineſs | 

Within another's Arms: No, no, it is 2 

To Love a Contradiction. 1 

Tim. "Tis a Trurh J cannoe anſper. 4s" 
Evan. Belides, Meliſſa's Beauty | 

Is not beliey'd to =7 little Stock; we 

Ev'n Modeſty may „ 


Aſpets d: But by baſe INT 
ml 


— 


1 
he gre her Rn, your bu: in vl But l 


— ire without mean 
Tune 


nour, and loſt mine, 
Loſt all my 


riends and Kindred : but little ti 
I ſhould have Joſt my Love, 83 


: 


A barren 


„„ —TIMON of Athens: 
A barren and ungrateful Soil that would return no Fruit. 
Tim. This does perplex me, I muſt break it off. [Af de. 
Evan. The firſt Storm of your Love did ſhake me ſo, 
Is threw down all my Leaves, my hopeful , rr N 
Pull d down m Branches ; but this latter Tempeſt | 
Strikes at my a. hee r orien, gp es 
Like a deſertleſs, 9 —＋ Tree: N. fall---- 
Tim. You are ſecure againſt njuries 4 
Evan. And yet you do greateſt. 
Tim. Jen Hall he 6 much Partner of en kenne 
As will ſecure you full Reſpect from all, 
And may Fr 1 your Quality i in ' what Ty 


You can de 

Evan. I am not of fo coarſe a Mold, or line * 

So groſs a Mind, as to partake of aught 

That's yours without you---- * 

But h Boi ns Bale perjur'd Man! I could 

With thee prefer a Dungeon, a low and loathſome Dun- 

Before the ſtately gilded fretted Roofs, | * 

The Pomp, ord iſe, the Show, che Revelling,” þ 

And all 3 's plendor of a Palace. . N 
Tim. I by reſiſtleſs Fate am hurry'd on-— N 
Evan. A vulgar, mean Excuſe for doing ill. 5 
Tim. If that were not, my Honour is engag d 

Evan. It had a Pre- engagement Mc 
Tim. All the great Men of Athens urge me on . mv 

To marry, and to preſerve my Race. > WM 
Evan. Sup ppoſ your Wie b all i ths or den | 

In Athens} and others to graft upon | 

Your Stock; where is your Race? Weak, b, vulgar Reaſon. Fo: 
Tim. Her Honour il not ſuffer her. Po 
Evan. She may do it cunningly, and keep. her Honour. 
2 Her Love , which is as fexvent. 1 
Evan. 1 hi 

Perhaps as long, and yet 470 Pro 

She loves you. Since Thar baſe etropiay Lx 

Made Love a Metchandile, to traffique Hearts 


>” wFHYAaAFfKs ..  ciy.om.. + 


For Marriage and fot Dowry, who's ſecure? ' Phe 
Now her rears) of Love is, ſhes content T 
To bind you with the ſtrong, eſt Chains, and to * 


A Slavery nought can manumize you from 


But Death : \And L could be content to be 1 
ng nne * 
are not our Deſires within our-Power 2 
Or why ſhould we be punidh'd for obeying them 2 
ur But we cannot create our own Affection 
___ Tbeyte mord by ſome inviſible a@tive Por, 
And we are only paſſive; and whatſoe er 
Of Impetfection follows — ch Obedience 
To our Deſires, we ſuffer, not commit, 
| And dis a eruel and a hard Decree, add 
e That we muſt ſuffer firſt, r 
| Evan. Your Philoſophy is too ſubtle but hat 
Securiry of Lone hem her enn be like mine? 
Is Marriage a Bond of Truth, which does conſiſt  . 
Of a few triſling Ceremonies ? Or are thoſe 
Charms or Philres ? — INE 
Firſt lifred o'er the Threſhold 
Led by my Parents to Minerva's Temple: 
un- No young — Heifer's Blood was offer d 
To Diana; no lavocation to Fans or the Parcs: 
No Coachman drove me with a li Torch; 
Not was ar ed e e ae then 4 
Nor had I Figs-thrown on n n 
By my dear s Torches your Bod 
Are theſe i — mor Tab and Conſlancy 
I came all your Arms, unmix d ; 
Wich ocher Aims; and you for this will cauſe 
My Death. 
Tim. Td ſooner ſeek own; Evendre. 
Evan. Ah my Lord Il char be une, then 
For 1 ſhall die to ſec.anoeher have 5 Tune 1e, 
Poſſeſſion of all that cer I wiſh'd for on Earth. 
Tim. I would 1 had not ſcen Meliſſa. 
aw BY my dear Lord! _ ſome Comfort leſt; 
e noble Thoughts, * 
| ou Iawfal Grande and Le will 37's 
0 Il the other Rebel - Paſſion in you: | 
$47 le che Exdewours whith youtcon;} am4-if." EY 
They fail in my Relief. I'l die to malte you happy - 
Tim. You have moved mero be womaniſh pray lere, 
will love you. | 
But Cz Even. Oh 


it. 
le. 
ſo 
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Evan. Oh happy Word! Heav'n ever bleſs my Dear ; 
Farewet: But wilf you never fee Meliſſa more? 

Nm. Sweet Excellence? retire. be 

Evan, N e err ror he 

Tim. Yes, I will. aun 

How happy wete Mankind in | 

*Twould equal us with the celeſtial Spirits! 

88 we- meet with the ſame Tremblings ſtill, 


{c panting Joy Joys, thoſe furious Deſites, 
Tok ppy Trances which we found at fiſt . 
| Man, whoſe mo porting Joy þ 


Feeds on ſuch Iuſcious Food as ſoon will cloy, 
And that which * preſerve, does it deſtroy. 
_ imon. 


** ä 


** tt 


ACT Il. SCENE I 


Enter Meliſſa and Chloe. 
Mel. WIr Chloe ? wilds Dreſs 
decome me? 

Chk Oh, 1 Curt does 
give y ou ſuch a 2 — the Youth 
© the Lord Timon — div for 

Mel. No: Boe dof think ſo, «< hoe? I love to 


make thoſe Fools die for me, and 1 all the while look 
ſo ſcornfully, and then, with my Head on one fide, with 
a languiſhing Eye, I do fo Kill T em again! Prichee, what 


do they ſay of me, Chloe? 
ch Say OT en of all cheir Heart, 


their , their 
and Darts and Wounds! © Oh the rareſt 
make one die to hear it; and now and then they 
ſome Gold into my Hand, and then commend me too. 
Het. Dear Soul, do they? and do they die for me? 
Chl. Oh yes, the fineſt, eſt Genclemen-— 
Mel. Bur there ate not many chat die for me? humph--- 
Cl. O yes, Lamachus, Theodorus, us,. Eumol- 
pides, Memmon, and indced all that fee your Ladyſhip. 
Mel. Vi —— Day ? 
5 Chloe ? | 34 


Cupid's Flames, 
age! twould 
ſteal 


- Or, The MAN-HAT ER. 17 
Chl. O moſt | ris a tate White-waſh this! 
Mel. I think it is the beſt L ever bought; had T nt 

beſt lay on ſome more red, Chloe + 
Chl. A like more would do well; i makes you look 

„ 

0 ve too in 
Chl. Oh no Ivow you have been but bare three Hours. 
Mel. No more! well, if I were ſure to be thus 
bur ſeven Yeats, „ ers on that 

Co ton. 

Chl. The Gods forbid. - 


Mel. I ſwear 1 would; bat do'ſt thou think Times 
will like me in this Dreſs? ?: | 
Chl. Oh he dies for you in any Dreſs, Madam! | 

Mel. Oh this vile Taylor, + has bs ht me not home - 
my new Habit to Day; he deſerves the Oſtraciſm! a 
Vilkin, o diſorder me (0 — — — 

| havedreameof it theferwo Nights, 
2 — pm wr cry. 

_ Indeed, Madam, he deſerves Death from Pies: 

Mel. I think 1 look 2 well ? mum imon * 
. es OE: 

Oh no; —— 

Mel. O yes, Chloe, for every one: en bers al 
the young Blades follow, kits my Hand, admire, adore 
me, and die for © me: But 1 have one favour d Ser- 
vant; it is the Game and not de Quarry I muſt look 
after in the reſt. 

Cbl. Ob Lordi I would have as many Admiters as could. 

Mel. Ay, ſo would 1----but favour _—_— No, I 
am reſoly'd nothing thall — 7 neſty; theſe 
2 — Chloe, and that 


undoes us; *is-our Iman 80 b hoveld- 

Chl. Would they? No, I warrant you; I'd 7 
any of theſe Admirers make me à Whore. 

pick Timon — boneſtly, d is Tich---- 8 

bl. You Ate peak He is ; 
rareſt Ppetſoonn N 

Mel. Nos uo, I could lone him dearly: Oh! he was + 
the beautiful'ſt Man, ogy Ira oa the beſt 
C3 Com- 


18 TIMON ot Athens: | 
Companion; fulteſt'6F Mirth and Pleatare; and he 
eſt Ways he has to pleaſe Ladies! He would 
Enemies rejoice to ſee him. 
Chil. Why he is all this! and can do all this ſti 
Mel. Ay, but he has been Jong baniſh'd, 


Fellow, from my Heart, I ſwear, I vow ; me- 
chinks — — Leould kiſs my ſelf, Chloe. 

Chl. Oh dear Madam iI could look on you for 
ever: Oh what a world of Murder you'll commit to day 
Mel. Doſt chou think fo! hal ha! . 
Enter Servant. 1 

Serv. The Lord Timon s come to wair en you, and 

r TIO, x 


Tom. . i har Leaks... 
Al Lebend eben ur itt be 


n Ny fo — | 

Nature has wrought thy Metal up — 

' Mel. I have no Valve, but my Love of you,” 

And that I am ſure has no Allay, dis of 

rs, > nemher Time, nor Deb, 

- Tim. Dear — Sweet, th value i 18 2 —— 

No Kingdom upon Eanh ſhould 9 

But I have ſtill an Enemy with ; 

_ me from my Happineſs 3 2 vor 

. the Law of Nature, againſt Love, 

and the gheſt Law. 

Mel. „ — oo, 1 

Tim. Tis a whole Age: In, roaching 

The nearer they come to us, ſill de Time. | OM 

Re But my dear Meli... 
we bind our ſelves with Vows and Oachs2 

| 2 Nature we are too much conſin d; Se 

Our Liberty's fo narrow, that we need not ſhip 

Find Nic. 
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ind Fetters for our ſelves: No, oh fine | 

Dn Pleafure whereſoever we find it | 

ft at another time we miſs it there. 1 

Chl. K 

Met. Thou fool Wench! I cannor ger my Things | 
n Order till char Time? do ſt think I will 4 2 
ares rhe uſt Off, if hs which | 5 

narches ar the ff — 2 


' Y v5 mY 


— It is not fit it ſhou d, if 1 hou'd break a Vow 3 
ſhall never find a . = 
All fix'd Stars ſhall ſooner ſtray - 
With an i Motion, than 1 
ce This may you of my Love, if not 
Upon my Knees 
Were 1 Queen of all the Univenſe, | 
_ SIP.” 
r | 
Tim. And bete I Vow, © * 
Sond che tom Hg ne be il, Fins 
Wirh ſuch a Fury to diſorder all | * 
LL non ing Elements, 
Till were into their firſt Ch, 
As long as I could be, I'd be the ſame, -- 
mD wh © =: 
Mel. This is ſo great Bling re can't add 6 to K. 
Tim. Thou art - lia, the laſt Mark 
Of all my We I rene de, avs 
That I could die for the. = 
2 Enter a — Timon's. 
Serv. My Lord, your Dinner's ready, and your Locd- 
ſhip's 7241 with'd-for Preſence: The Lord 
nd Nicias is already Tim. Let's 


”U 
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no Taſte of Poetry 


Thou art a wor 'S 
Wet nothing Bir igh-founding; frothy Stuff 


| The ſacred Rapture of a Poet, but 


| Tim. Let's haſte to wait on him, Meliſſe. 
- Mel. It is my Duty to my Father, |, [Exeunt. 
Enter Poet, A, etting een order 

Poet. His Honou Wa ſoon be here, I have prepar'd 
the Maskers ; they are ready. 

Apem. How mow, Poet! what Piece of Foppery hal 


thou to preſent to Timon 2 


Poet. Thou art a ſenſeleſa, ſnarling Syoick, and haf 


>, &\ Q& ln 


S 
by 


T rate 
Hm. Thy naps wig, cov gun te: 


= g% PY 


Thou ſpread'ſt, and bear'ſt out th ittle Sen(e ; 

C — N ar ar 5 it has no Weight in it. 
ou lov'it im De 

9 a, bem. 


Incoherent, — — ' 

Like mad Menus Thoughts; and this thou call 
Poet. — age? fl dll diser de pa. 
A 
e Coxcombs of the f Are there ſuch 
eminent Fopperies as in the Poets of this Time 2 Their 


moſt nable Heads ate whimſical, and fantaſtick 
on of all 
Art con- 


n makes 
Nane 


2 Nicias, Phæax, — — 


Poet. You are a baſe, er- write yourſelf, 


and you dare. 
ies. I confeſs tis a piece of Valour, for 2 


n that likes your ſpuri- 7 
T's 1 | Eari 
Nic. What Time of the Day itt dee, 


Apem. Time to be honeſ. 
Alius. That Time ſerves al 
Apem. Then what Excuſe _—_ that would it 
_— omit it ? | 
II. You 


or, De M AN- HAT ER. 27 
b Ifd. You ſtay to be at the Lord Timon's Feaſt > 
2 Apem. Nes, to ſee Meat fill Knaves, and Wine heat Fools. 
4 „. Well, fare thee well. 
4 — Thou art an-Afs to bid me farewel. 
| Cleon. Why fo» 

Adem. Becauſe I have noe ſo linke Reaſon or Honeſty 
— = a | 

* mn. Go hang th Ls 
2 Tl do «Fr make = 

thy Friend, if t —— = Loot, 

Pheax. 


"ear, Ye gone, oecd Dog or I Eg 


of Veen Tu fly like a Dog at the Heels 
the Als. 
Nic. He's oppoſite to all Humanity | 
A/iuvs. Now, we ſhall raſte of Timon's Bounty. 
2 He bas a Heart brimful of Kindneſs and Good- 
Wills 
Id. And pours irdownonall his Friends, arif Yuv. 
the God of Wealth, were but his Steward. 
Pheax. No Meed but he repays ſev'n-folkl above its 
ſelf; no Gift bur breeds the Giver ſuch Rerarn as docs 
exceed his Wiſhes. | | "7 Man: 
h Throfil. He bears the nobleſt Mind that ever — 
If Pheax. Long may be live-with proſperous Fortunes 
& But 1 fear it 
U Elie. L ker « Whiſper, s though be fl his of, 
- WF ditors, even of their Intereſt. * a good Lord? 
a Pheax. I fear it is too true well, dis : But he's 
Enter Timon with Melifla, Chloe, — and great 
9 — bim. * 
, Here he comes-—My Noble Lord 
Nic. Moſt worthy Timon ! © 
a lins. My moſt honoured Lord! 
- Tim. You over-joy me with your Preſence ! is there on 
Earth a Si Andy” as Tables well filrd with 
and faith like you--Dear Meliſſs ! be leas N 
to know m Friends-—Oh Apementus ! thou're w 
het, ts, thou ſhalt not make me welcome; 
t 12 and if thou hear ſt me, 
l lock thy Hear'n from thee hereaſer: Think -A 
| 


[ 
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On the Ebb of your Eſtate, and Flow of Debts 
How many prodigal Bits do Slaves and Flatterers 
now 'tis noble Timon ! worthy FRYE tet 

And when the Means is gone that, bu 
2 


The Breath is gone — 2 1 — 
Adem. CE Lo ER 


Timon 


. .Tim. It is not fo with m 


With riotous Feeders, when every Vault has wept . 
With drunken Spilth of Wine, when: every. Roam. 
* 5 Light, and be * 2 . ä 
Or roaring ſinging s; I have retit by 
=_ y poor homely Cell, and fer my Eyes CET, 
w for thee, beanſe 1 find 0 | A 
in der that chat might be worthy——-bur as thou arr, * 


4. 


- I hate and ſcorn thee. 


Nm. Come, preach no more, had I no Eſtate, I 1 
e > ad 

6A Oh. might we os 335919244 1 > on 191 
Aa oe y Opporruiy to ſhew adit vid boned 
ay iy gary robert 

Liu. That en Wend once ber uſe our Hoare, 

| Iſand. We'd lay em out all in your Service. | 
Pheax. — ileeg, if. you would put us 0 
A Tryal, then we were perſect. ' 
Tim. I doubt it not, koow, you'd ſerve: we all; | 
1 m Friends I > often wiſht | 
M poorer, I might e arc 
1 one to another : — Friends, , »34 
Unleſs we u em, are r . 
Hung up in Caſes: But oh, what a precious Comfon 
'Tis to have ſo many like Brothers, commanding 
One another's Fortunes ! Truſt me, an Joy brings Ware 
To my Eyes 

_ Pheax, * had fr like Concepion in my Bye | 
Adem. Ho, bo, eee at E Sn d 
a Baſtard. 

Is. What doſt thou laugh for 2. 


\ 


* To 
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To hear theſe Smell-feaſts lie and fawn fo, not 
a nent "NE bur thy "Mutton and thy Partridge : 
c 
leon. Silenen the 14 re 
Pheax. 15 the ag 0 Gur be kickt our; $652 26 
== Of what vile „ of what mean Din, a 
is kneaded! _ 
"Tim, The Man Ithink is hone, and bis Humour hart 


us not. 
. I would my Reaſon vou dothee 

2 The is an odd foarling Fellow; N 

. IfTcould, 8 be the nel ber 
Met Wh has dſt tink fmt th 

Tim. He' — 2 | 

Mel. No Matter. 

2 hoy ara Par of whintdrel ub 
the wn to ; TI am 
how handſome char Sku will be. when all he Fiſk 
off: Thing and hon 8 

an w noting. 
25 Out on him Wer pens Fc 

Tim, No more of this; be not ſo ſullen, II be Kind 
to thee, and beter thy Condition. 

Apem. No; I'll have ; ſhould I be brib'd too, 
there would be none left to if a hes; and then thoud'ſt 
ſin the faſter : Timos, thou gireſt ſo long, thou'k ſhortly 
give thy (elf away. | thy var 

Tim. Til hear no more ; I him have a Table by himſelf. 

Apem. Let me haye ſome Roots and Water, ſuch as 
Ne DEC? our Meat and Drink, before Eating 
Try = 10 5 e di and Trumpeii. 

e Meat is ſerd d up with Kettle - Drum: 

Tim. Sit, dear 4 1b this is your Faſt; 
All you ſee is yours; 
And all that you can wiſh for ſhall be >: 
Come, fit, Lords, no Ceremony 0 2 
Thar was devigd af fiſt 9 er a Gloſs ©" 
On feigned Deeds, and hollow-hearted Welcomes ; 
Recanting Goodneſs, ſorry ere tis ſhewn: 
True W em not; . 

a © 


Vi 3 of. Athens: 
To my Fortunes than my Fortunes are to me. bl ln. 
Will you not have ſome Meat, . 


"Uſeorath 
Werz TN 


Medhinks they fhonld invite chem vibes, . 4 
*T were ſafer That Fellow chat firs next ox 


Now 2 33 him, pledges his Breath | 
In a div pear Day * 
Such thi br E. Wy e, | 
r. Wi rous 
| Letter on ts 7 v Rob dpi dag their Throat. To 
2 Now, my Lords, Ne Mee: e P 
Hist. Let it flow this Way. 1 
Kettle-Drums and Trump es owe. [WI 
e Wil 
Pbasx. Peace, a — 
Adem. Here's that which is too weak to be a Sinner ; The 
Here's honeſt Water ne er left Man ih Mite, BF h 
.d. down. .. | * The 
The hl hg 2 tg wi ＋ 
ard re ' Apenianras'f Grace. Ae oY The 
mortal Gods, I crave no Pelf, _ ns WM Tha 
TI pray for no Man but my ſelf: -- How 
Grant, I may never be jo fond - But 
To truft Man on bis Oath or Bond, 461 Even 
Or a arlor for ber weeping, ur S877, The 
Or « Dog aber ſeems @ Peepings. be 
Or a Goaler with my Freedom, _ N And 
Or my Friends, if 1 ould need” . r A! You 
Great Men fin, and I eat Root. P, 
Mach Good cant do thee, good ane. * 


Nic. Ou 


Or, The MAN-HAT ER. 235 
Nic. Our noble Lord Timon's Health, let it go round, 
And Drums and Trumpets ſound. [Kettle-Drums, &c. 

Apem. What Madneſs is rhe Pomp, the Noiſe, the 
The frantick Glory of this fooliſh Life! (Splendor, 
We make our ſelves Fools to dil; port our ſelves, 5 
And vary a Thouſand antick ugly 78 . 

Of Folly and of Madneſs ; thele "Ell u 

The Scenes and emp Spaces of our Lives. 

Life's nothing but a dull Repetition, 

A vain fantaſtick Dream, and there's an End ont. 

Tim. Now, my good Lords and Friends, I ſpeak to you, 
You that are of 15 Council of Four Hundred, ; 
In the Behalf of a dear Friend of mine. 

Nic. One Word of yours muſt * all the Goel, 
And any thing in Athens. | * 

Tim. I ſpeak chiefly 
To you, my Lord and Father, and to Pho. 956 

Pheax. My good Lord, command me to my Death, and 

Tim. I have tecei vd Notice from Aleibiades 0 Il obey. 

( en Enemies you've been, and whoſe Fri 
— you will be now) chat he in private 

venture into Athens ; 

Not openly, becauſe he will not truſt 

The Inſolence of the tumultuous Rabble ; 

If he ſollicites his Recalment with you, | 

There lives not on this Earth a Man that has 

Deſery'd ſo well from the Nobility ; 

He has preſery'd ev'n Athens in his Exile: 

By aphernes' Pow'r he has E 3g hag from 
T cedemonian 
That might have laid is 825 low in Aſhes. 

How many famous Battles has he won? 

But which is more, by his Advice and Power, 

Even in his Abſence, he bas wreſted - + | 

The Government from the inſulting Vulgar, 

Whoſe Wiſdom's Blindneſs, and whoſe Pow'r ue, 
And plac d it in your noble Hands; methinks - 

You, in Return, ſhould take off his hard Sentence, 
Of Baniſhment, and render back all his Eſtate. - - 

Pheax. Is there a thing on Earth eee 
That we would 3 Nie 


26 TIM ON of Athens: 
Nic. I am abſolutely yours in all Commands. 


- _ Flius. Howproud am I, that I can ſerve Lord Timon 7 
 Apem. Think ſt thou chy ſelf thy Country's Friend, now w. 
His foul Riot, and his inordinate Luſt, [Timon 3 He 
His wavering Paſſions, and his headlong Will, AS 
His ſelfiſh Principles, his Contempt of others, Ho 
His Mockery, his various Sports, his Wanconnels, 
The Rage and Madneſs of his Luxury, 
Will make th Athenians Hearts ake, as thy own 


9 Hows make thine. 
ng him, we never mind him. 
fond Wien wil te Pei well of any Man 
—— WA eee an 
A Beaſt, I will fall down, and worſhip 
Im. Thou art an Athenian, and I bn with thee 
Is the Maſque ready? 
Poet. 'Tis, my noble Lord. 
Adem. What odd and childiſh Foll wy Slaves find our, 
To pleafe aud court all thy diſtemper r 
They ſpend cheir 3 to devour thoſe Men 
Upon whoſe Age they'll void it up again 
With poiſonous Spite and Envy. | 
Who lives that's not depray'd, or elſe depraves ? * 
Who die that beat not ſome Spurns to their Graves A 
Of their Friends giving? 1 ſhould fear that thole Ny 
Who now are going to dance before me, | | 
Should one Day ftamp on me: It has been done. 
Tim. Nay, : If you rail at all Society, 
T'll hear no more Ade 
WF. = Thin whey be be fire? 4 not apo he 
Fo nger; well; remem 
8 Thou wo wii me, thou wilt curſe thy ſelf for't, Ny 
tk I do not thinł fo----farerhee well. [Ex. Apem. 
Enter Servant. Admittance. 
Serv. MV Lord, there are ſome Ladies mask d deſire 
Im. Have not my Doors been always open to 
Every Atbeniam ? They do me Honour, | 
Wait on em in, in not boyug to do 
My Dury here, I would, _ Ni 
Chloe.” I haye not had che Opportun vic THIN 
To deliver this till now, Ir is 4 Teuer | 
From Alcibiades. Nel. Deat 


Or, De M AN-HAT ER. 27 
Mel. Dear Alcibiedes! How I ſhall lore” him, 

When he's reſtor'd. to his Eſtate and Count)? 

He will be richer far than Times is, 

And I ſhall chuſe him firſt of any Man; T 

How lu tis I ſhould put off my y Wedding 

ter Evandra with Ladies mosk'd. 
Tim. Yakis, you $6eay Honlhapd ans 

I ſhould be glad you would unmask, that I 

RN 
1 Lady. We ar we are out 

Curioſity, e C * 
Tim. our Þ Ladies, ll be mine. ** 
Evan. This is the ſine gay T ing ſo much alnir d. 

That's born to rob me of my in 

ai ger Fes me e ee, | 

Nor is her Love, nor Speech, nor Motion fo: 

Her Smiles, ber amorous Looks, AS ay 

There's nothing natural: She always acts, 

And never ſhews her ſelf; how Mind is Love 

That cannot ſee this Vanity! . [Moſque . 

Enter Shepherds and Nymphs. 


A Symphony of Pipes imiaring the chirping of Bixds. 
Nymph. Hark how the Songſters of the Grove 
| Sing Amtbems to the God of Love. 
Hark bow each am'rous winged Pair 
| With Love's great Praiſes fill the Air. 
Chorus. Os ev'ry Side the charming Sound 
Does from the bollow Woods rebound. 
* e 


ires 
Their chearful Notes, their Fn Deferes : 
While Heat makes Buds or Bloſſoms ſpring, 


Nymph. Love in their little Veins i 


Thoſe pretty Couples love and fing. 
ſe pretty 3 ſing 


But Wimer NT out their Defre, 
And balf the Year they want Love's Fire. 
- Retornella. 


Full Chorus. | 
But ab bow much are our Delights more dear 
For only ä love all the Tear. 

| 2 


7 + TIMON. of . Athins: 


: Eater the Menades and Agipanes. | 


I Bacch. Hence with your trifling Deity," - 
A greater ue adore; '- 


Bacchus, who al wes He I 1 4 Nyr 
| From that blind of chili Porr. Mæ 
2 Bacch. Love makes pou languiſh, and look pale, Nyr 
5 Ad ſneak, and figh, and whine; © Mz! 
| Bat over us no Griefs ; prevail, 
, | While we have luſiy Wine. | Bacc 
_—_— Chorus with Hautboys. 
Then 1 the dull Wretch ubo bas Care in bis Soul, 
Whom Love, or whom Tyrants, or Laws can controul, Thes 
If within bis right Hand be can have a full Bo. To / 
Nymph 17. | Win 
Go drivel and ſnore with your fat God of Wine, Ana 
Your ſwelPd Faces with Pimples adornin T 
; Soak your Brains over-night, and your Senſe: reſign, ound 
Aud forget all You did * next Morning. i 
mph 2. | . 
"With dull. aching N Al live long in a Mift, has 
And never diſcover true Joy : 5 
Would Love tempt with Beauty, you could not "off A 
The Empire be flights bed deſtroy. T, 
1 Bacch. Better our Heads than Hearts ſhould ake, Our 
"His cbildiſh Empire we deſpiſe; . Has 
Good Wine. a Slave of bim can make, Ex 
Aud force a Lover to be wiſe, _ My ( 
| Better, &c. | 1 
2 'Bacch. | Wine ſweetens all the Cares of Peace, * 
| And takes the Terror off from War: 0 
Tb Love's Afflition it gives Baſe, Ti 
And to its Joy does beſt prepare. E. 
It ſueetens, &c. Ti 
Nymph. II? Love that makes great Monarchs fight, Ill v 
The End of Wealth and Pow'r is Love; 
I It makes the youthful Poets write, Whe 
And does the old to Youth improve. E: 
EKRetornella of Hautboys. Ti 
Bacch.  'Tis Wine that revels.is their Veins, Fx 


Makes Cowards valiant, Fools grow wiſe, 1 hc 
ro- 


— — 


. Te MAN-H ATE R. 29 
HE low Pens to lefty N : 
And makes the young Love's . deſdi f. 
Nymphs and Shepherds. Love rules the Works: 
Mænades and gi 'Tis Nine, 'tis Nine. 
Nymphs and Fr. — 'Tis Love, tis Love. - 
Mznades and Egipanes. 'Tis Wine, tis Wine. 
. Enter Bacchus end Cupid. 
Baxchus. Mold, bold, our Forces are combin'd, 
And we together rule Mankind. - 


General Chorus. 
Then we with our Pipes and our Voices will 5 join, 
To found the loud may of Love and good Wine. 
Wine gives Vigour to Love, Love makes Wine go down, 
And by Love and good Drinking all the World is our own, 


Tim. 'Tis well deſign'd, and well perform'd, and. I'll 
reward you well: Let us retire into my next Apartment, 
where I've devis'd new Pleaſures for you, and where I 
will diſtribute ſome ſmall Preſents, to teſtify my Love 
and Gratitude. 

Pheax. A Noble Lord! 

Alius. Bounty it ſelf! 

Tim. Thus, my Melife, will we always ond 
Our Time in Pleaſures; but er enjoys 
Has all this Life affords ſumm d up in chat. 

Evas. Theſe Words did —— to me; but oh! 
My ſtubborn Heart, wilt thou not at this? 

Tim. Ladies, I hope you'll honour me with your Pre- 
ſence, and accept of a Collation, 

1 Lady. We ask your Pardon, and muſt leave you. 

Tim. Demetrius, wait on them. 

Evan. My Lord, I'd ſpeak with you lone. 

Tim. Be pleaſed, Madam, to retire with your Father, 


III wm [To To Meliſla. 
e all but Timon aud Enandra, 

Who are 
Evan. ne who 3s dmnce cats her laſt Leave of you. 


Tim. Bvandrs ! What Confuſion am I in 2 7 
Evan. Den 
I ſhould diſturb you thus: I 


1 


TIMO N of Athens : 
To ſee you once before 1 oa I ner 
Shall trouble you again. 

Tim. Let me not heat theſe killing Words. 

Evan. They'll be my laſt, and therefore give em room: 

Im haſt ning to my Dearh, then you'll be happy, | 
I nc'er-ſhall interrupt your Joys again, 
Unleſs the Memory ry of mn e ſhould make 
You drop ſome Tears upon my Duſt; I know 
Your noble Nature will remember that ; 
Evandra was, and once was dear to you, 
And lov'd you fo, that ſhe could die to make 
You happ 

Tim. Ab. dear Evandre! that would make - 
Me wretched far below all Miſery ; 

I'd rather kill my ſelf than hear that News: 

I call the Gods — witneſs, there's not one 

On Earth I more eſteem. 

Evan. Eſteem! alas! | 

It is too weak a Cordial to 3 | | 
My 22 I ſee your Paſſion's grown 


Too head for you. Oh oy deareſt Timon ! 
I, while I — any Nh, muſt call you ſo; 


Had you once ſry far oy _ 
And {triven to oppoſe the ragin Fury of © 
Your fatal Love, I ſhould — 37 d contented. 
But oh! falſe to your ſelf, to all my Hopes, 
And me; you ſuck d the ſudeile Polſon + in 

So greedily, you would not ſtay to taſte it. 

She moves mie-ſtrongly ; 1 have found from her 

The trueſt and the tendereſt 1 G that 2, , "ugh 
Woman yet bore to Man. 

Evan. I find you're gone too far in whe Diſcaſe 
1 admit a — 1 vil pe rſwade no longer; y” 
Death is my Remedy, and VII embrace it. 

Tim. Oh! talk not of Death; T'll love you ſtill : 
Lean love two at once; truſt me, I can. 

Evan. No, Timon, I will have you whole or nothing : 
I love you fo, I cannot live to ſcte 
That dear, that moſt ador'd Perſon in anocher' # Armas: 
My Love's too nice, twill not be fed with Crumbs, 
And broken _ that falls from your Meliſſa. 


No, 


— 


or, ne MAN-HATER 31 


No, dear, falſe Man, you ſoon ſhall be at reſt, 
I came but to receive a parting Kiſs; | 
You'll not deny me that | 
Tim. Ill not part with you; we'll be Friends for ever. 
Evan. No, no, it cannot be; forgive this Trouble, 
Since tis the laſt, I'll never ſee you more 
And may Meliſſa ever love you as 
The Excellence of your Form deſerves z and may 
She pleaſe you longer than th' unfortunate 
Evandra could. 5 ww 
Tim. Gods! Why ſhould I not love this Woman beſt 2 
She has deſery'd beyond all Meaſure from me; | 
She's beautiful, and as Angels are; 
But I have had her Love already. 

Oh moſt accurſed Charm, that thus prevents me! [4fide. 
You've made a Woman of me. -  _ [Td ber. 
Evan. I'll have but one laſt Look of that 

Bewitching Face that ruin'd me. ' 
Oh! I could devour it with my Eyes; but III 
Remove them from thee. I ne et 
Shall die contented while I look on thee. 
Tim. Be patient, till I give thee Satisfaction. 
Evan. No, deareſt Enemy, I'll remove the Guile 
From-thee, and thus I'll place it on myſelf. 
Offers to flab herſelf 
Tim. Hold, dear Evandra, if thou lov'ſt my Life, 
Preſerve thy own; for here I ſwear, that Minute 
When thou avempelt thy Life, I will loſe mine. 
Where's Dipbilus ? EY 14 
"Py Enter Diphilus. 


Dipb. Here, my Lord. 
Tim. Wait on Evandra home, and take you Care 
Sh' attempts not avy Miſchief on herſelf: Kg 
She's agitated by a dang'tous Paſſion.—----— 
My Dear, let Diphilus wait on thee home ; 
As ſoon as e er my Company is gone, 
I'll ſee.thee, and convince thee that 1 love thee. 
Evan. No, no: I cannot hope----farewel for ever. 
$2 + © TEx. Diph. and Evand. 
Tim. I muſt reſolve on ſomething for her Comfort; 
For the Empire of the Earth I would not loſe * 
A re 


N 


— 


inen of = 


To ſee you once before 1 dyd; I ne er 
| Shall trouble you again. 
Iim. Let me not heat theſe killin Words. | 
Evan. They'll be my laſt, and t re give em room : 
I'm haſt ning to my Dearh, then you'll be happy, 
I nc'er-ſhall interrupt your Joys again, 
Unleſs the n of me ſhould make a 
Lou drop ſome Tears upon my Duſt; I know 
Your noble Nature will remember that ST 
Evandra was, pots once was dear to you, 
Ae | ſhe could dic to make 
You 
Tim, A dear Evandra! that would make 
Me wretched far below all Miſery; 
I'd rather kill my ſelf than hear tat News: 
J call the Gods — witneſs, there's not one 
On Earth I more eſteem. 
Evan. Eſteem! alas! 1 
It is too weak a Cordial to — | | 
= E balls 0 I ſee your Paſſion's grown 
for you. Oh my deareſt Timon 
L while I hn any — 4 call you ſo; 
Had you once ſtruggled far my * 
And ſtriven to oppoſe the raging Fury 
Your fatal Love, I ſhould have 47 d . 
But oh! falſe to your ſelf, to all my Hopes, 
And me ; you ſuck'd the ſubeile Poiſon in 
* you would not ſtay to taſte it. 
, She moves me ſtrongly ; 1 have found from her 
The trueſt and the tendereſt 1 je that cf How 


Woman yet bore to Man. 

Evan. I find you're gone too far in the Diſeaſe 
T admit a Cube? I will perſwade no longer; 
Death is my Remedy, and VII embrace it. 

Tim. Oh! talk not of Death; T'll love you till : 
I'can love two at once; truſt me, I can. 

Evan. No, Timon, I will have you whole or nothing: 
I bre you fo, 1 cannot live to ſee 
That dear, that moſt ador'd Perſon in Aocher e 
My Love's too nice, twill not be fed with Crumbs, 


Aud broken __ that falls from your Meliſſa.- 


No, 


— 


or, The MAN-HATER 37 


No, dear, falſe Man, you foon ſhall be at reſt, 
I came but to receive a parting Kiſs z-" + 
You'll not deny me that ! 0 
Tim. 1'll not part with you; we'll be Friends for ever. 
Evan. No, no, it cannot be; forgive this Trouble, 
Since tis the laſt, I'll never ſee you more 
And may Meliſſa ever love you as 
The Excellence of your Form deſerves ; and may 
She pleaſe you longer than th' unfortunate 
Evandra could. 1 15 | 
Tim. Gods! Why ſhould I not love this Woman beſt 2 
She has deſery'd beyond all Meaſure from me; | 
She's beautiful, and as Angels are; 
But I have had her Love already. | 
Oh moſt accurſed Charm, that thus prevents me! [4fide. 
You've made a Woman of me. Is ber. 
Evan. I'll have but one laſt Look of that 
Bewitching Face that ruin'd me. 
Oh! I could devour it with my Eyes; but III 
Remove them from thee. I ne er | 
Shall die contented while I look on the. 
Tim. Be patient, till I give thee Satisfaction. 
Evan. No, deareſt Enemy, I'll remove the Guile 
From-thee, and thus I'll place it on myſelf. 

[Offers to flab herſelf 
Tim. Hold, dear Evandra, if thou low my Life, 
Preſerve thy own; for here I ſwear, that Minute 
When thou angelt thy Life, I will loſe mine. 


Where's Diphilus 
W Enter Diphilus. 


Diph. Here, my Lord. 
Tim. Wait on Evandra home, and take you Care 
Sh' attempts not avy Miſchief on herſelf: 
She's agitated by a dang tous Paſſon.—----— 
My Dear, let Diphilus wait on thee home; 
As ſoon as e er my Company is gone, 
I'll ſee.thee, and convince thee that 1'Jove thee. 
Evan. No, no: I cannot hope----farewel for erer. 
20 IeEx. Diph. and Evand. 
Tim. I muſt reſolve on ſomething for her Comfort; 
For the Empire of the Earth I would not loſe _ 12 
| re 


N 
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321 FIMON VF Athens: 
There is not one of all her Sex excceds her 
In Love or Beauty | 
O miſerable State of human Life! 
We ſlight all the Enjoyments which we have, 
And thoſe things only value which we have not: 
Where is Demetrius? „ 1 - d 

Dem. My Lord! 

Tim. Where is the Casket which I ſpoke ſor) 

Dem. It is here, my Lord; I beg your Lordſhip hear me 
I have Buſineſs that concerns you _ [ſpeak ; 
Nin. Some other time; of late en 
Each Moment with the Name of ; 

LE. Tim, 


. 


That mortal Foe to Pleaſure ; I'll not hear it. 
I, So! all now is at „ Gifts, | 
command us to provide 
Audelion: of an ene Gall _ | 
His Promiſes fly ſo beyond his State, | 
That what he ak is all in Debt; he owes 
For every Word; his Land is all engag d, 2055 
His Money gone; would I were gently turn d 
Out of my Office, leſt he ſhould borrow all 
I've gotten in his Service. Well! 
Happier is be that has no Friend to feed, 
Than ſuch who do e en Enemies exceed. 


*. 


[Exit, 


ACT II. SCENE I. 

Enter Timon and Demetrius. 
Tim. T YEmerrius ! | | 

: How comes it that I have been thus encounter'd 
With clamorous Demands of broken Bonds, 
And the unjuſt Detention of Money 3 
I knew I was in Debt, but did not thi 
I had gone ſo far; whercfore before this time 
Did you not lay my Nw fully before me ? 

d not hear 


Dem. You wo me. 


At many times I brought in my Accounts, 

Laid 'em before you-----you would throw 'em off, 

And ſay, you found em in my Honeſty. 

good Manuers, pray d you often 

was rebuk d for t. 
Tim. You 


I have, beyond 
To hold your Hand more cloſe, 


Or, The MAN-HAT ER. 33 
Tim. You ſhould have preft it further. 
Dem. Whate er I durſt I did, it was my Intereſt ; 
For if wy Lord be poor, whar then muſt 1 be : 
pry Bea Of as oy no nc WY 
And let my Life lie on the Proof; 5 
Oh! my good Lord, the World is but 7 World! 
If it were yours, to give:it at a Breath, 
How quickly were it gone? 
Tim. Have you no Money in the Treaſury ? 
Dem. Not enough to ſupply the Riot of two Meals. 
Tim. Let all my Land be fold. 
Dem. Tis all engag'd; 91 
And ſome already's forfeited and gone; | F 
That which remains will ſcarce pay preſent Due 
The future comes apace. | 
Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land extend. 
Dem. How many times have I retir'd and wept, 
To think what it would come to. 
Tim. Prither, no more ! I know thou'rt honeſt. 
Dem. It grieves me to conſidet 'mongſt what Paraſites 
And Trencher-Friends your Wealth has been 3 | 
I cannot but weep at the ſad Reflection, 3 
When every Word of theirs was gr 
Attended to, as if they'd been pronounc 
From Oracles, I never could be heard. 
Tim. Come, preach no more; thou ſoon thalt find that 1 
Have not miſplac d my Bounty. Why doſt weep ? 
m rich in Friends, and can uſe their Wealth 
Freely as I can bid thee ſpeak. 
Dem. I doubt it. 

Tim. You ſoon ſhall ſee how you miſtake my Fortune: 
Now I ſhall try my Friends. Who waits there? 
Enter three Servants. 

1 Ser. My Lord! 
Tim. Go you to Pheex and to Cleon; you to . 
And AÆlius; you to Iſidore and Thrafillus. 
Commend 2, to their Loves, and let them know, 
I'm proud. Bo my y Occaſions 7 * EA em 
For a Supply of Mo Let 
Be fifty Lachs — Man. 
I Ser, We will, my Lord. 


Nm. Thou, 


| Even to the State's beſt Health 1 


31 


TIM ON of Athens : 
Tim. Thou, Demetrius, fhak go wo the Snare, fr fro 
ave deſery'd 
This Hearing: Petition them to ſend me 500 T 
Dem. I muſt obey! The gen Room's fall of impor 
e Shares ne 


Im. What! muſt Doors b op 9 1 
Im. ! m y 
Have I been ever free, a het be des 18 


For all Athenians to go in and out 


At their own Pleaſure! M it ax iny Gate 
pod pt Man out! but ſmil'd, and did invite 
has pſt by i in and oſt bb | 
Houſe my Priſon! no 


| Ky © not deſpair ; my J Friends will never fail me. [Exit 


SCENE ir the Porch or Cloyſter of the Stoicks. 
Apemantus, ſpeaking to the People and ſeveral Senator. 
Apem. Mongſt all the loathſome and baſe Diſeaſes of 


Corru Nature, Pride is moſt contagious. 


Behold the miſerable Wretch 


Which the Sun ſhines on, in the midſt of all 


Diſeaſes, , Want, Infamy and Slavery, 
The Fool will find our fomething w be proud of: 
ling. 1 all 23 1 al rok 
 Apem. W ou deſerve my Precepts, ve 
Mean while, if I'll be honeſt, Put rail Fre 
Cleon. Let's walk, hang him, hear him not rail. 
Pheax. Our Government is too remiſs in ſuffering the 
Licence of Philoſophers, Orators, and Poets. 
Apem. Show me a mighty Lordlin 5 who's puft up, 
And ſwells with the Opinion of his Greatneſs ; '- 
He's an Afs ; for why does be reſpe& himſelf fo, 
But to make others do it? wretched Aſs ! 
By the ſame means he ſeeks Reſpect, he loſes it. 
Mean Thing! does he not play Foo „and cat, 


And drink, and void his Excrements, and ſtink, 

Like other Men? and die and rot ſo too? 

What then ſhould it be proud of? 'Tis a Lord: 

And that's a Word ſome other Men cannot 

Prefix before their Names : What then ? A Word 

That it was born to, and then it could not help it; 1 


* 
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or if dus made a Locd, perhaps it was | 
1 6 Nana s hee: Servants. 
| Bli or y vernment, 
hr der 1 il gel Bes ;, performs 
W 's | 
Them for himſelf ;. Munk o then reward em. 
oh! bur perhaps he's s rich! 'Tis a Million to one 
"WH There was Villainy in the getting of that Dirt, 
And be bas the ity to have 
Kaaves for his Anceſtors. = 
Pbæax. Hang thee, hon (parting Boſelt The Gorern- 
ment's to blame in ſuffering thee to rail ſo 
Apem. The Government's to blame in bo 
Things I rail at; in ſuffering Judges =} yon 4 
Law ; Secretaries that can't write; Generals hat durſt not | 
fight ; Ambaſladors that cant ſpeak Senſe ; Blockheads 
to be great Miniſters, and Lord aq 4 Men; (uffer- 
, ing great Men to ſell their Country —— old 
i limping-Senators to: ſell er Sor Souls 75 vi — 
Matrons to turn incontinent, and Magiſtrates 
for their own Daughters. Ruin of Orp 
Murther, Rapes, Inceſts, Adulteries, — — Sins 
fill all your wellings: Here's the Shame of Govern- 
ment, and not my Railing. Men of harden d Forcheads; 
and ſear d Hearts. Tis a weak and infirm Government, 


| ! 
chat is ſo froward it cannot beat Mens Words. 


Alius. Well, babb ROI we ral 
make you tremble ay” I gu | 


e —_ Never. 
Sordid great Man! it is not in Power.. 
1 fear not Man, . 
Twere bener for us that wild Beaſts poſſeſt 
The Empire of the Earth, the 4 uſe Men bene 
Than they do one another : phe 


On Man t for Neceſfity of Nature. 
Mien eager par Lb, 
Bruits are much honeſter than he; my Dog, 
When he fawns on me, is no 

He is in earneſt; but a Man ſhall ſmile, * 
And with my Throat cur. 


Cleon. n S adi or 
y 1 Ser. Yes! 


ö 
| 
. 
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1 Ser. Yes! he fays he's proud ru tl Octafion to 
make uſe of you. 

Cleon. Ist come to that? [Al. 
Unfortunate Man ! I have not half FIR bi But 
here are other Lords can do it. I honour him ſo that 
if he will, II ſel] my Land for him; but prithee excuſe 
me to him; I am in great Haſte at this time. [Ex. Cleon. 

1 Ser. lis as 1 ought! How monſt'rous and de- 
_ a thing is baſe liga Here's Phæax.—M) 

rq ! 

Pbæax. Oh! one of Lord Timon's Men! a Gift, 1 
warrant you. Why this hits right. I dreamt of a il 
ver Baſon and Ewer to night! How does that honourable, 


compleat, free · hearted » the very bountiful, 


Lord ? 
1 Ser. Well in his Health, my Lord. 
Pha. I am heartily gad; wha haſt thou under thy 
Cloak, honeſt Youth ? 
1 Ser. An empty Box, which, by my Lord's 
mand, I come to entreat your Honour : ſu ry 5 


fifty Talents he has inſtant Need of. He bi me lay, 
he does not doubt your Friendſhip. 

Pheax. Hum! 2 doubt it! Lord! He's a 
noble Gentleman! had he not kep t ood a Houſe, 


twould have been better: I've firm: din d Wird him, and 
told him of it, and come again to Supper, for that Pur- 
—4 to have him ſpend leis; but twould not do: I am 
orry fort: But, good Lad thou art hopeful, and of 
good Parts ! n 
x Ser. Yout Lordlhip ſpeaks your Pleaſure. 
Pheax. A prompt Spitit! to give thee thy due. Thou 


know what's Reaſon, and can'ſt uſe thy Time well, 


if the Time uſe thee well---Tis no Time to lend Money. 
Thou art wiſe; here's Money for thee--------Good Lad, 


- wink at me, and lay, thou ſaw'ſt me not. 


1 Ser. Ist poſlible the World ſhould differ ſo, | 
And we alive that liv'd int? wy 
Apem. What! art thou ſent to invite thoſe Knaves 


again to feaſt with thy luxurious Lord? -* 


1 Ser, No: I came to borrow Talents for him ; 
and this Lord has given me this to ſay, I did not ſee him. 
| | Apem. Is't 


* 
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Apem. Ist come to that already ? Menn: 
Baſe; ſlaviſh ene S 
Let 'moken Coin be thy Damnation 
Pheax. Peace, be An £2.19, 
Adem. ene rede Hen ker. 
Thou haſt Timon's Meat ſtill in hn 2 onnch 
And 1 ras —_— Id it 
And turn utriment, w r 
15. Oh wy n brave Lord, my nobleſt 
1/and. Oh how does thy brave Friend's 
1055 May it pleafe leer Honoer, be has ſent 
2 Hay hat has he ſent > I am fo much 
to him, he's ever ſending, How ſhall Trhank him? hab! 
What has he ſent ? 
A He has ſent me to tell you, he has Occaſion to 
your Frien bigs Bs has inſtant need of fifty Talents 
1 9 25 Is that the Bufinefs ? hah ! 
I know his Honour is but merry with me, 
He cannot want as many Hundreds. 
2 Ser. Les, he wars ff, bur i afra of your Ho- 
nour's Friendſhip. , | 
Iſand. Thou art not fure in earneſt ! 
2 Ser. Upon my Life Lam. | 
Iſand. W an anfornmare Wreteh am T? to diafarnih 
Myſelf upon ſo good a Time, 
When J might bave-ſhewn bow much I love - 
And honour bim: This is the greateft AﬀfiQtion © 
Eer fell upon me! The Gods can witnefs for me 
I was juſt ſending to my Lord myfelf;: 
| han no Power to ſerve him, A bleeds for'ry, 
I hope his Honour will conceive 
Beaſt that I am! chat the firſt good Occaſion 
Shou'd not be in my Power to uſe! I beg 
A thouſand Pardons-—--Tell him ſo-—-—- 
Adem. Thou art an excellent Summer Friend! 
How often haſt thou dipt i th Diſh with him? 
hn with his Purſe © 
Supported thy Eſtate; whene'er thou drink ſt, 
His Silver kiſſes thy . thou rid'ſt upon 
His Horſes, ly'ſt on bis 5 
Tſand, Peace, 3 Ex. Hand. 
3 Ser. My 
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3 Ser. My Lord Tbraſillus „ 
Tbraſ. Hes come to borrow, I muſt ſhun him. [4fige, 

I hope your Lord is well. 

2 Ser. Yes, my Lord, and has ſent me- 

-- Thraſ. To invite me to Dinner. I am in great haſte--. 

But III wait on him if I can poſſibly. [Ex. Thraſ. 
Apem. Good Fool, go home. Boſt think to find a 

ful Man in Atbent? a 
3 Ser. If my Lord's Occaſions did not preſs him very 
much, Iv not urge it. | | 
Zlius. Why would he ſend to me? Iam poor; there's 
Pheax, Cleon, Iſidore, Thrafillus, and Iſander, and many 
Men that owe their Fortunes to him. 
3 Ser. They have been touch'd, and found baſe Metal. 
Elius. Have they deny'd him, and muſt you come to 
Muſt I be his laſt Refuge? tis a great Slight; {me} 
Muſt I be the laſt ſought to? he might have 
Conſider d who I am. | 
3 Ser, I ſee he did not know you. ' 
Alias. 1 was the firſt that cer receiv'd Gift from him, 
And I — it for — ney ek a, #1) | 
But at preſent I cannot upply him: 
Beſides, my Father made pac, em ak 455 | 
His Death, I never ſhould lend Money. | 
T've kept the Oath e er ſince. Fare thee well. [Exit Ælius. 
3 Ser, They all fly us! : 
Apem. The barbarous Herd of Mankind ſhun 
One in Affliction, and turn him our, WF 
As Deer do one that's hunted-----Go, go home 
To thy fond Lord, and bid him curſe himſelf, 
That would not hear me; bid him live on Roots 
And Water, and know himſelf; he had better 
Have ſhunn'd Mankind, than be deſerted by them. 


| Ex. Omnet. 
Enter Meliſſa and Chloe. | 

Mel. Who could have thought Timos ſo loſt i th World? 
With what Amazement will the News of this | 

So ſudden Alteration be receiv'd by all Athenians ! © © 

Cbl. Is it for certain true? | 
Mel. Certain as Death or Fate! My Father bas aſſur d 
me of it, that he is a Bankrupt, his Credis gone, 2 * 


4. 
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his Creditors, with open Jaws, will ſwallow bim : 'Tis 
well I am infotm d, _ upon my Guard. 

- Enter 


Page. he Is Kd Adios 
Mel. See, Chloe; if it be Lord Timon, or any one 
from him, ſay I am not well. 1 will not be ſeen; be 
ſure I be not. | 
Chl. I warrant you! [Exit Chloe. 
Mel. Seen by a Bankrupt! no baſe P thall never 
enter here. Oh! were my Alcibiades recall di he would 
adore me ſtill, and wou'd be rich too. 
Enter Alcibiades in Diſguiſe, and Chloe. 
Ch]. It is a Gentleman in Diſguiſe, I know him not. 
Alcib. Bur my Meliſſa does. [Pals off his Diſguiſe. 
Mel. My Alcibiades ! my Hero! 
The Gods! ve hearken'd to my Vow? for thee, 
And have crown'd all my Wiſhes. Thou'rt more welcome 
To me, than the Return of the Sun's Heat 
Is to the frozen Region of the North, 
That's cover d half the Year with Snow and DarkneGs. 
Alcib. My Joy, my Life, my Blood, my Soul, my 
And all chars ous in the Earth, I have , 
Within my Arms: This Treaſure far out- weighs 
The Joys of Conqueſt, or Deliverance 
From Baniſhment and Slave 
Mel. How proud am I of all thy ViRories ! 
'Twas thou ht conquer'd, Ar ph'd for thee ; 
All Day I ſigh'd, wiſh'd, and — for thee, 
And in "hs ight chou entertain dſt my Sleeps; 
And whenſoc'er I dreamt thou wert in Danger, 
I cry'd out, my Alcibiades ! and in my Dreams 
Was valiant, and methought I fought for thee. 
Alcib. Oh my divine — ! the Cordial of thy Love 
Is of ſo ſtrong a Spirit, twill o'ercome me, 
One Kiss, and take my Soul; another and 
'Twill ally out: Oh! I could fix whole Ages on 
Thy render Lip, and pity all the Fools 
That keep a ſenſeleſs Pe in the World for Po'wr, 
And Pomp and Noiſe, and loſe ſubſtantial Bliſs. - 
| Mel. There is no Bliſs but Love; and but for chat 
« won would fall in _— Oh, with what a _ | 
2 ve 


TIMON of . 


Have I ſuſtain d th ſence! Had not my Father 
 Preyented my - ape 1 had come to = 


k Fords + TY A car thou diaſt nt 
N 
Preſerv d bi, bels | Nee for r. Un. 
In thee ſhou d have ungracks) To ht for; thou {we, 


borer ſt have been Life, 7 Arg 8 and Eſtate to 
Mel. I have the End of all my Hopes and Wiſhes, 
A PEE. cc 
 Alcib. 'Twas m W are, in 
They ſoon would call me home to thee. 
i the T hr of that which fir'd my Soul, 
2 Memory of Meliſſs | 
Gaye Vigour to my Arm, and made me conquer. 
Mel. Oh! let Ambition never more diſturb 
Thy noble Mind! Let Love in Peace poſſeſs it, 
Let not the Noiſe of Drums and Trumpets Clangor, 
Claſhing of Arms, and neighing Steeds, and Groans 
Of b Men entice thee from me. 


Alcib. The Senate ſhall not dare remove me from ther. 


Should they on offer it, I've an Army will 
Toſs their uſurious about their Ears, 
Rifle their Honſes, their Wives and Dan 
And daſh their Brains out r 
But dear Meliſſa, ſince our Hearts ſo 
r e. 
For Ceremony, but come co our ; 
EI 
Mel. thing you could me, 
This would ould; hor Nets none ſhall inv — 
Without my Life: But on my Knees I vo r, 
No other Man, tho crown d the Emperor 4 
Of all the World, ſhould ever have my Love 
And tho' thy Gaonny baſely ſhould deſert thee, 
I will continue 
Alcib, And here | 
I ſwear, that could I conquer all the Uoirel, 
I'd lay the Crowns and Scepters at thy Feet, 
e By thy ſelf 1 ſwear, . 


An Oath . than all 
Mock Deities, which kpaviſh Prieſts invent, 


Ale 
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deluded Rabble. 


Are to the 
! Your Father is come in. 


Chl. 
. Mel. Let us retire: My Father has not yet 

Forgot his Enmity, the breaking of the 
Peace with the Lacedemonians, and his Foil 
Which he thinks you caus'd in Sicily, 
He'll not forgive. | 

Alcib. Had he injur'd me beyond all Sufferance, 
I would forgive him for begerting thee. [Exeunt. 

| Enter Timon and Servant. 

Tim. Ist poſſible ? deferred thus? hat large Profeſſions 
did all theſe make but yeſterday ? Did they all refuſe to 

1 Serv. The Rumour. of your borrowing was ſoon 
Diſpers'd, and then ar Sight of one of us ; 
They would ſtop, ſtarr, turn ſhort, paſs by, or ſeem -- 
To overlook us, and avoided us, - * 
As if 4 — been their I L 
And w SIP were moy'd, 
Came off with baſe Excuſes. lem 

Tim. Ye Gods! what will become of Timon? Lil goto 
My ſelf, they will not have the Face to uſe me ſo. 

| | Enter Demetrius. 

Oh Demetrius! what News bring ſt thou from the Senate? 

Dem. I am return d no richer than I went. 

Tin. juſt —— it cannot cars 

Dem. They anſwer in a joint corporate Voice, 
That now they are at Ebb, wane Treaſure, cannot 
Do what they would, are forry ; you are honourable z 
But yet they would have wiſh'd ; they know not, 
— been amiſs ; a noble Nature ; 
Ma a Wrench ; would all were well; dis Pity ; 
And ſo intending other ſerious Matters 
After diſtaſteful Looks, and theſe hard Fractions, 
With cerrain half Caps, and cold carcleſs Nods, 
They froze me into Silence. WS 

Tim. The Gods reward their Villainy: Old Men 
Have their Ingratitude natural to em; 
Their Blood is cak'd and cold, it ſeldom flows, 
'Tis want of kindly Warmth which makes em cruel, * 
And Nature, as it grows * Earth, A 

3 Wy 


4 


, 


| Why 8 — 6.0 


$o 
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ks faſhion'd for the Journey, dull and heavy. 


Heay'n keep my Wits! Ort a Being o be mad? 
Demetrius, * 6 TI cry em all nd ſelf, 
Dem. The Senate is ing again, 
You'll find em in the Senate-boule. MF * 
Enter many Creditors with Bills and | Papers. 
Re-enter Demetrius. 

Dem. How now | what makes this Swarm of Raſcals 
here ? each looking big, and wich the Viſage of Demand. 
I Cred. We wait for certain Sums of Money due. 
Dem. If were as — your Waiting, 

Bills and Bonds, 
our falſe Maſters ea cat of my Lord's Meat? 
— {mile and fawn upon him, 
Throats. 


w the Intereſt down their greedy 
Tim. If Meliſſa be at home, ell her Ill wait on her 


Enter Timon end Servants. 


| ſuddenly. 


1 Cred. Now lers put in; mp Lord, my Bill. 
2 Cred. Here's mine. 
3 Cred. And mine. 
4 Cred. My Maſter's. 

Ti —— bold, — _— Knock me down! clave 
me to the Waiſt! What w ou have, ies? 
1 Cred. We ask our due. : 21 

Tim. Cut my Heart in Pieces, and divide it. 
4 Cred. My Maſter's is Thirty Talents. 

Tim. Tell it out of my Blood. 

2Cred. Five Thouſand Crowns is mine. 

Tim. Five Thouſand Drops pay that, 
What's yours, and yours? 

3 Cred. My Lord. 

1 Cred. My Lord. 

Im. Here, take me, me in Pieces, will you ? 
The Gods conſume, confound, and rot you all. 

1 Cred. What a Devil, is he mad ? o! 

2 Cred. Mercy on us! „ e . 

3 Cred. Let's go; he'll murder ſome of us. 

Tim. They've een taken my Breath from me. Slaves! 
he rig 54 Preſerve my Wits, you Gods! 

m- 
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Tim. dee n, . 9 Priſon. 
His Fathet dead fince, and be rich. Now the Villain 
Oh! my good Friend, ax! 1 | 
Phone Oh my Lord !---- I'm glad to ſee your Lordſhip. 
I bave a ſudden Occaſion calls me hence, | 
Il wait on you inſtantiyx. [Ex. Phrax. 
Tim. I could not have believ d this. | 
| Enter Ckon. © a; wort 
My Lord! | | | 


Chon, Oh my good Lord ! I am going to fee. 
If I can ferve your Lordſhip in the Command | 
I receiv'd from you by your Servant Ex. Con, 

Tim. O black Ingtatitude! chat Villain has 
A Jewel at this Moment on, which I preſemed him, 
Coſt me Three Thouſand Crowns. | Li 

Dem. You'll find em all like theſe. 2. 1 

Tim. There are not many ſure ſo ba. 
How have I lov'd' theſe Men, and ſhewn em Kindneſs, 
As if they'd been my Brothers or my Sons . 
Enter Diphilus, ſteing Timon, muffles bis Fart; and 
+: a. Gs &f 600 A Furs: away. 1 N 
Look, is not that my Servant Diphilus, whom I marry'd to 
The old Mams Daughter, and gave him an Eſtate doo; 
And now he hides himſelf, and ſteals from me? 
How mach is a Dog more. penerous than a Man? 
Oblige him once, he'll you Company, © 
Ev'n in your utmoſt Want and Miſery. 

e! Enter Elius. | 
Who's that? Kurt? my Lord-—-Alivs. 
Demetrius, go let him know Timon would ſpeak 
With him---- [Dem. goes to bim, be turns back. 
Do you not know me, Eins? I4T=. 3& $01 180.05. 24 
 lius, Not know my good Lord Timon 

Tim. Think you I have the Plague? 
Alis. No, my Lord. | 

Tim. Why do you ſhun me then? Life. 

Altius. 1 ſhun d ferve your Lordſhip with my 

Tim. I'll not believe, he who would refuſe me Money, 
wou d venture his Life for me. Alius. 1 


5 
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Alius, I am vety r 
Power — you; but I am going to the Forum to 
a Debtor! if I receive any, your. Lordthip fthall com- 
mand it. [Ex. A&lius. 

Tim. Had I ſo lately all the Caps and Knees of the Athe- 
nians, and ist come to this! Brains hold a little. 

Ester Thraſillus. 
Tbraſ. Who's there? Timon? [Runs back. 
Tim. There's another Villain. 12 | 


Enter Iſander. 
How 15't Iſander ? 
Iſand. Oh! Heav'n! Nimon! 
Tim. What, did 1 fright you? abe fo drad- 
ful an Obje& ? Is Poverty contagious ? | 
Iſand. Your Lordſhip ever ſhall be dear to me. 
It makes me weep to think I could not ſerve you, 


When you ſent your Servant. Iam ex —— 
1 — ask your pardon; TI {ell I have, 
RE upply —— [Ex. Iſaud. 


is. le nbcT Tongue, diſſemblin weeping K 32 
Ne And farewel all mankind! 51 ſhall be ſo 
Demetrius? Go to all theſe Fellows. Tell em I'm m Gap- 
ly'd, I have no need of em. Set out my Condition ro 
be as good as formerly it has been. Thar this was but 
a Tryal : And invite 'em all ro Dinner. 
Dem. My Lord, there's nothing for em. 
Tim. I have taken Order about that. 
Dem. What can rhis mean? [Ex. Demetrius. 
Tim. I have one Reſerve can nevet fail me, | 
And while Meliſſa's kind, I cant be miſerable; - 
She has a vaſt Fortune in her own Diſpoſal. 
The Sun will ſooner leave his Courſe the 


Deſert me. 
Enter firſt Servant. 
Is Meli ſſa at Home? 
1 Serv. She is, my Lord, but will not ſee you. 
Tim. What does the Raſcal fay 2 Damn'd Villain ! 
To bely her ſo? [Strikes bim. 


1 Serv. By Heav'n tis Truth, She ſays the will not fee 
you. Her Woman told me ſo firſt, Ad when I would 
not believe her, ſhe came and told me ſo her elf; 3 


ſhe had be ee defir'd you would not 
trouble her, ſhe had Affairs of „sc., \ 

Tim. Now, Timon, thou att fallen indeed i Fallen from 
all chy Hopes of Happineſs, Earth open, and ſwallow the 
moſt iſcrable Weereh has choo ever bear. 

"end, ae 5 paſſing by! | " 

I Serv. M $ I "x 

Tim. Ob dear Meliſſa 1 

Mel. 1s.he here? What Luck is this? _ 

Tim. Will you noe look on me! not ſee your Timew ? 
And did not you. ſend me Word fo? | 
Enter Evandra. ' 

Met. 1 was very buſy, and am fo now 1 ou} obey 
my Father; I am going to 

Tim. Was it not Meliſſa aid, If Times were 
Reduc'd to and Miſery, and ſhe ” 
Were Queen of all the Univerſe, the would 
Not change ber Love? 
Mel. We can't command our Wills ; 
Our Fate muſt be obey d. [Ex. Mel. 
Tim. Some Mountain cover me 1 and let ny Name, 
My odious Name be never heard of more ! x 


O Eraggling Senſer, whither are you going! | 
— ad . 

Evandra! How does the . 
I've been un to her, — 
Blame Villains who are ſo to me? 

Evan. Timon ! I've heard, 199 fel all d ABGB us. 
I choupht I never ſhould have ſeen thee more; | 
Nor ever would; hadſt thou continu'd inn 
Let falſe Meliſſa baſely fly from thee, 
Evandra is not made of that coarſe Stuff. 

Tim. Oh turn thy Eyes —— Mien 
[1 ver, No, fie: Trl beeld my 2 

ve ce preſent, and when abſent, 
I have each Momen: view'd thee in my Mans | 
And ſhall they now remove? 

Tim. Will thou not fly a wretched Caitiff, who | 
Has ſuch a Load of Miſery beyond 
The 2 of human Nature to ſu ? 

no bale Athenian | 
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To flye from thy Calamities; I'll help to bear em. 
Tim. Oh! my Evendre, they're not to be born. 

Accurſed Athens! Foreſt of two-legg'd Beaſts; -*. 
Let Propagation ceaſe, that none of thy 
Confounding, ſpurious Brood may ever ſpring 

To infe& and damn ſucceeding Generations: 

May every Infant, like the Viper, gnaw 
AP through his Mother's curſed Womb, 
And kill the Hag; or if they fail of it, 

May then the Mothers, like fell rav nous Bitches, 
Devour their own baſe Whelps. © » 

Evan. Timon! compoſe thy La ay 1 know thy 
And that thy Creditors, like wild „wait [ Wants, 
To prey upon thee ; and baſe Athens has .) 
To its eternal Infamy, deſerted: thee ; | 

But thy unweary'd Bounty to Evandre 

Has ſo enrich'd her, ſhe in Wealth can vie 

With any of th' extorting Senators, 

And comes to lay it all before thy Feet. £4 

- Tim. Thy moſt amazing Generoſity o erwhelms me; 

It covers me all o'er with $ and Bluſhes. NN 


Thou haſt oblig'd a Wretch too much already, 7 
And I have us thee ill for't ; fly, fly, Evandra! — How 
I've Rage and Madneſs, and I thall infect thee. P] 


Earth! take me to thy Center; open quickly 
Oh that the World were all on Fire! 

Evan. Oh my dear Lord! this Sight will break my I fort 
Take Comfort to you, let your Creditors {Heart ; Ti 


Swallow their Maws full; we have yet enough;  - have 
Let us retire together, and live free A Heal 
From all the Smiles and Frowns of human kind; PI 
I ſhall have all I wiſh for, having thee. N your 
Tim. My Senſes are not ſound, I never can my 
Deſerve thee : I've us d thee ſcurvily. | to te 
Evan. No, my dear Timon, thou haſt not: uſe x 
Comfort thy ſelf; if thou haſt been unkind, _ If 
Forgive thy ſelf, and I forgive thee for it. . coule 
Tim. I never will; | | I an 
Nor will I be oblig d to one | T 
I've treated fo injuriouſly as her | [Ade me, 


Evan. P ray, 


De MA N-H A E KR. _—” 
Evan. Pr, my Lord, go home; ſtrive to compoſe 
Your ſelf, chat 1 have was and is yours; 1 wiſh 
It ne'er had been, chat I might have ſhewn, - 
* Ptoofs, how much I love my Timon... 
Aoſt Excellent of al the whole Creation! 
Thou a 09 good cat thou bf ee parks 
Of my Misfortunes - 
And Inn reſoly'd not to involve her in em. 22 
Prithee, Evandre, go to thy own Houſe, 
I am once more to flattering Rogues 
An Entertainment ae ſuch a one 2s ſhall befi em! 
And then I'll ſee the. f 
Evan, Heav'n ever bleſs my Dear. (Er. Tim. ood Ev. 
Enter Phæax, Cleon, Iander, Iſidore, Thrafillus, Ælius. 
 Pheay. I think m my honourable Lord did but try us. 
Cleon. On my Life it was no more: His Steward 


aſſur d me, his Condition was near as gbod as ever. 
_ = That I doubt---- but tis well at preſcat, by his 


"Els. 2 oY ſorry 1 was not furniſh when he ſent 
to me. 

Id. Lam ſick of that tief, now Lec howallchings 

* Enter Timon and Attendants.,.; / | of 

Tim. Oh! my kind Friends! How ist with you all? 
How I rejoice to ſee you Come, ſerve in Dinner. 

Pheax. My noble Lord! never fo well as when your 
Lordſhip is ſo. 

Xlius. I am ſick wich Shame, that I ſhould be ſo un- 
fortunate a Beggar when y ou ſent to me. 

Tim. No more, no more, 1 did but make Tryal! 1 
have e Need ef any Sunn * Eſtate is in good 
N y good a: ould refuſe 

Pheax. Tryal! m Lor w one retuſe 
your Lora, wee it in his Power? — 4 half 
my Eſtate! I'm ſorry I was fo in haſte, I could not ſtay 
to tell you * I have receiv'd Bills, even now. P 
uſe me I hope he will not take me at my Word. [Afede. 

Iſand. Take it not unkindly, my good Lord, that 1 
could GORE Now, Ct, Lord, command me 
I am 

Tim. I beſeech you do not — 


4®  TIMON Ff Athens: 
 Pheax. Equal with our ſelves, my dear Lord. 
Thraf. We 
Cleon. Now I have 1 nears 1 
Im. No more, for Heaven's think Jou L diſtraſt 
My kind good Friends — Fitends. 
My NN 
Mine fail, which I hope it never will, 
I: know 1 may command all | (7, 
Pheax. 1 "all think my Af Fa if 
would but command my utmoſt Drachma. Nh 
Alias. That were Honour indeed; e 
138 with Life and Fortune. 
and. Alas! who cane ner be proud of it? 
1. Not a Man in Aben n. = 
Gee. Thete's nnr your Lordi 
not call your own. 
Tbraſ. Nor mine, my noble Lord: 
N. Thanks to my worthy Friends. 
Who has ſuch kind, ſuch 3 —— I have 
Ent. All cover' Diſhes. a 
4 and. Royal Chear, I warrant you 
Doubt ave of 'chat, . og thi Seaſon 
can afford i, | 
The dame goed Lord full. | | 
7. Come, my worthy Friends, ler's fit : bake wars 
en I A HERON ts NT9 


Te GRACE. 

v5 great . Erler make your ſeluet 
your own Gifts; . baſe, re Man will 

— 9 ir of bimfelf; reſerve ſtill to i left your 


Deities be deſpis'd; were your Godbeads to borrow of 


Men, Men would for fake 36 : Make the Meat belov'd 


more than the Max that gives it. Les vo Aſſembly of 


#Wwenty be without @ ſcore of Villains. If there be 

rwelve Women, let a dozen of em be+-------as they are. 
d, I beſeech you, all the Senators of Athens, 

| together with the common People. What is. amiſs male 

fit for Deftrufion; for theſe my preſent Friends, a: 

' they are to me nothing, ſo in wow fu bleſs them, and to 

nothing are they welcome, but Toads and Snakes: A 


Fe cb venemous _ mAVes, 
Lathe Plan. What 


| 117 4 


Or, "The NAT Ss, 4 
Pheax. What ddes he mean?” rt re RI 
Alius. He's mad, T think.” 2 | 
Tim. Ma 8 Ne meer 271 
You Knot 
Moſt ſmilingy fmeorll, ” 
Courteous Deſtroyers, F=— Wolves, — 
You Fools of Fortune, Trencher Friends, 1 me: Flies, 


Cap and Knee Slaves ;. 1 
Crſt you en een ne 
_ ; . 1 
Gay, 1 will nd be Mey „ ak 
1 What Means Lordſhip? 
Cleon. And I. Berl . : 5 
line. This is Mudnefs ; fly, ay. [They ruv off: 
Tun. Whit all'm Motion ! henceforth br nm Feaff,, 
| erat a Villain's not a wellen op 
ed he, 


e 
| Burn Houſt, fink kthens; benctforth 
/ Timon, Man, and all Humanity. r. Tim. 
— —ä— 


ACT Iv. Sc RENE 1. 
Timon Soles. b 


Tim. T ET me look back u | ther Oh do War 
That girdleſt in thoſe Wolves! * 
And ſence not 8 chat viſe Den 
Of ſavage 2 e Marons all turn Whores; 
Obediente fail in Children; Slaves and Fools 
Pluck the grave wrinkled” Senare from che Bench, 
And miniſter in their ſtead: To general. Filchs 
Convert o'th' inſtant re Virginity ; 
Do't in their Parents Bankrupes, bold an, 
Rather than render ;. out with your Knives, | 
And cut — Throats. "Band Servancs, ſteal; © 
Largehanded Robbers your grave Maſters are, 
Sill by Law. Mall, ro-thy Maſter's Bed; 
TL to the Broth, Son of twenty, one, | 
Pluck the lin d Cruch from thy, old limping Sire; 
And with it beat his Brains out. piety, Fer, a. 
Religion to the Gods; Peace, Juſtice, Tru, 
Domeſtick Awe, Night-Reſt, and r e 
Iuſtruction, Manners, 9 and 


- + 


888 | | 

Y TIM ON of Athens: $% 4 4 
Degrees, Obſervations, Cuſtoms and Laws, 
Decline to your confounding Contraries 
And let Confuſion live. Plagues incident to Men, 
Your potent and infectious Feavers = 5 
On Athens, ripe for Vengeance. Cold Sciatica, 
Cripple the Senators, that their Limbs may halt 
As lamely as their Manners. Luſt and Liberty, 
Creep in the Minds and Marrows of your Youth, 
That gainſt the Stream of Virtue they. may ſtrive, 
And drown themſelves in Riot. Itches, Blains, 
Sow all the Athenians Boſoms, and their Crop 
Be general Leproſie. Breath infect Breath, 
That their Society, as their Friendſhip, may 
Be merely Poiſon. Peas nothing I bear from thee : 
Farewel, thou moſt Town! and ſudden 


Ruin ſwallow thee. [Exit Timon. 
SCENE the Senate-Houſe, all the Senate ſitting. 
| Enter Alcibiades. 


Nic. How dare you, Alcibiades, _ 2 
Knowing your Sentence not recall d, venture hither > _ 
Alcib. Tou ſee, my rev'rend Lords, what Confidence 
I place in you, that durſt expoſe my Perſon 
Before my Sentence be recall'd : I am not now 
Petitioner for my ſelf; I leave my Caſe & {e's 
To your good and generous Natures, when you ſhall 
Think I've deſery'd your Favour for my Service. 
I am an humble Suitor to your Vertue, 
(For Mercy is the Vertue of the Law, _ 
And none but Tyrants uſe it cruelly) 
Tis for a gallant Officer of mine, NG tec” 
As brave a Man as Cer drew Sword for Athens ; 
'Tis Thraſibulus, who, in heat of Blood, 
Has ſtept into the Law above his Depth. 
Nic. True, he has kill'd a Man. 
Alcib. I've been before 
Before the Areopagus, and they refuſe = 
All Mercy. He is a Man 
(Setting his Fate aſide) of comely Vertues ; _ 
Nor did he foil the Fact with Cowardiſe; 
But with a noble Fury did reyenge 


His injur d Reputation. 


— 


Pheax. You 


MM] ft mW: » 


O>S>S 2 80 


Or, De MAN HAT ER. Fl 
Pheax. You ſtrive to make an ugly Deed look fair. 


Nic. As if you'd bring Man-ſlaughter into Form, 
And Valour did 1 cookit in Kr 
Alius. That is a baſe and illegitimate Valour: 
He's truly valiant that can wiſely ſuffer. 
Iſend. All ſingle Combats are deteſtable ; 
And Courage that's not warranted by Law 
Is much too dangerous a Vice to go unpuniſh'd. 
Iſid. If Injunes be evil, Death is moſt ill; 
And then what Folly ist, for the leſs Ill a 
a 3 I; 
on. There's no ſuch Courage as in . 
Alcib. If their be ſuch Valour in bearin rong 
Do we abroad > Women are then more vali 
That ſtay at home; and the Aſs a better 
Thau is the Lion: The MalefaRor, that is 
| Loaden with Irons, wiſer than the Judge. | 
Nie. You cannoe make grofs Sins look dean 
With Eloquence. 
Alcib. Why do fond Men expoſe themſelves to Bartel, 
And not endure all Threats, ſleep upon 'em, 
e | 
me, m pitiful and good. 
| _ hy rr: more mertiful than Law, is croel. 
Alkcib. The utmoſt Law is — Tyranny : 
To kill, 1 grant, is the extreameſt Guilt, 
Bur in Deſence of Honour.--——- be WE 
Pheax. Honour !. is to be fought 
ap e 
Alcib. Who will not fight for's own, will never fight 
For that: Let him that has no Anger judge him: 
How many in theit would commit — 
This Captain's Fault--—h; they bur Courage fer: 
Cleon. You ſpeak in vain. 
Aleib. If you wil b. excuſe hs Crime, confer : 
Who he is, and whes hs haidiant | 
His Service at Lacedemon and Byzantium 
Are Bribes ſufficient for his Life. 
Nic. He did his Duty, en 
n — 7 ing cites? 4 


F 2 Fr aui. How, 


„rau of+ Albers: 

Aleib. How, my Lords! is that all the Retws 
For Soldiers Toils, ; Aibng apd markings | 
The many cruel Hardfhips which they ſuſſer; 
The Multcude of Hazards, Boon, and Loſs 


Of Limbs? * E | 
Iſand. Come, ir too 

— r! N 
How full ef Valour did he himſelf 
In the laſt Conflict What Death audd Wounds he gave! 

Id. H'has given too many. 
1 pally Lg 

ns him; in wy . 
committed 


He has Qutrages. 
Pheax. Such as we ſhall not name, ice aches were 


Concern d in em, you know. 
Nic. In ſhort, 1 


IS} eee 
b - — wp Fight, 


Alcib. Hard Fate! he might have dy- 
Scrviee: * bis 


Paar. — — 
Akib. Too i Lord rale _—_—_ 
Cleon. What ſays he? 
Alcib. Call me to your 
Hand. Conſider well the Place, . 
Alcib. I cannot think hut you have forgotten me. 
Muſt I ſre for ſuch common Grace, 
And be deny de my Wounds ake at oui! 
Nic. Ware inſolent we have wot forgotten yet 
Your Riot and deſtructire Vices ; Whorcdoms, 
| Prophanenels, giddy-headed Paſlions, © - 
Pheax,:Y our Mercury's Statues, and mocking 
The Myſteries of Proſerp ine. 
4. Inſolem now you provoke me: I'm vextto fee 


Your private Malice vented in a Place _ 
. think 2 
publick Inteteſt. Tis 
You would not ſpeak thus. 


„ 2. 


and in another & 
Nic. How 


Nic. How ſay you! 
Alcib. I the Images of Mercury, 
And the Rites of Proſerpine, | ' 
Had only been the Favourites o'th' Rabble : 
Theſe things are to Men of Senſe. 
What Folly tis to worſhip Statues, when 
You'd kick the that made em! 
Pheax. a de youre Reb, 
Alcib. Could the baſeſt of Mankind 


Urge that to me, " by whom he keeps has Head 
Thar urters this againſt me? my Rebellion! 
It =Y e che common People; and you all 
inſt them. rt: | 
i — Inſolence we fded not with Spartans. 
Alcib. What Means had I to humble th Arbenian 
—— Friend 
Pheax. It was to ri is 
his Wife wich Child, in his Abs. — 84 
Alcib. He was a Blockhead, and I mended his Breed fox 
im | 
But what is that to th* Marter now in hand? 
You have provok d me, Lords, and I muſt tell you, 
It is by me you ſit in Safety here. 
Pheax. By you! bold Man! 
Aleib. Yes, by me! fearful Man! 
You have incens'd me now beyond all Patience; 
And I muſt tell you what ye owe me, Lords. 
"Twas I that kepe great 71% es from 
The Spartans Aid, by w Athens, by W. 
Had been one Hes of Rubbiſh; I ſtopt 
A Hundred and Gallies from Pbænicia, * 
Which would have 12 you: Twas I made 
This Tiſſaphernes Athens upon Condition 
That they would awe the common Prople, and take 
The Government into the beſt Mens Hands: | 
Would you were ſo! I ſent Piſander then 
To form this Ariſtrocracy, and — 
The Perſian Generals Forces to aſſiſt 
And when — had this Pow' r, ye md _ 
That 


Nis My Le. Lords, let him be alenc d; | TH 
13 Shall 


Or, The WAN-HATER „ 


154 „ T!1MON / of: Athens ; 

Shall he thus beard the Senate? Ba 
Alcib. I will be heard andt CORR Lords O 

Did not your Army, in the Iſie of bene 1 25 

Offended at avernment, chaſe me General, 33 Tl 


And would march'd to your 154.2 I: 
Which I diverted ; In that Time your Foes - 2 Is 
Would ſoon have won the Country of oni, Po 
Of th Helleſpont, and all the other Iles, A 
While you bad been employ'd at home Ar M 


Wieh Civil Wars. I kept ſome back by Force, 
And by fair Words athers; in which, ow | 
This Mag of Stiria, whom you thus condemn, Sh 
Having 45 loudeſt 4 of all he eee 

y me, out to Army; 
And chus we . 25 from you, Lords, and now 


. Andere a ſecond time was d d b 
brax. . 
Alcib. Tis a Shame theſe things are ne 


Another time I kept Five Sail 
Of the Phenicians from the Aid | 
Of the Lacedemoniaens, won from em a Sea-Bartl, 


Before the City of Abidus, ' | 
In ſpight of Pbarnabaaur mighty Power. 
Think on my Victory at Cizicum, where 1 0 
Slew Mendorus in the Field, and took the City; 
I brought then the Bythinions to your _— 
Won Silibrea on the HellefpontzG + 
And then Byzantium: Thus not 1 
Diverted the Torrent of the Army's Fury 
A e but ryrn'd it on the Enemies 


And all the while ou lately aan your Money, | 1 
And et it aut ou extorted Intereſt: 5 
Muſt I be after all poorly deny'd 


His Life who has eb | 
Pheax. He dies, and you deſerve it z bur ous Sentence 
Is, for your Inſolence, we baniſh you: | 
If you be eo Houtompms wichia aids Wells 1 1% 
Your Head is forfeited. Do you all conſent?ꝰ 
Al Sen. All, All! 
Aleib. All! AL am glad 1 bees you lt | 
raph da Cr ir” A 


Or, De M A N-HATER. $5 
Baniſh foul Corruprions and Self- Ends! 

Oh che baſe Spirit — — 

One Tyrant — bettet than Four Hundred: 

The worſt of Kings would be aſham d of this: 

I am only rich in my large Hurts for y 

Is this che Balſam the the ill · natur d Senate 
Pours into Captains Wounds ? ha! Baniſfiment! 

A good Man would not ſtay with you; I embrace 

My Sentence : 'Tis a Cauſe that's 1 | 


— ack during bebe 
„ en 
lee 


Al Sen. Apo | 
J. is the Woods digging: - 5 
"Tim. O bleſſed Sun! — from the Fens, 
—— and muddy and from 
Sin 0 —— wich & — veſtlnce, 
to the Air ire conſumi 
Ad be thi poiſonous Exhalations fall 9 
Down on th 2 z they are all Flanerers, 
And ſo is all Mankind. | 


For every of Forrune's ſmooth'd d 
Aud footh'd by that below it; the learned Parte 
Ducks to the Fool; there's nothing lerel 


In our Conditions, but baſe Villainy; 
Therefore be abhorr d, each Man, and all $ 
Earth, yield me Roots; — — 


k 1 
Thar pull fuch Odds amo the Raur'of Neribas, b 
1 make te do thy right whar's here? 
yellow, glittering, precious t enough - 
Gold yellow, ging, ys Let me fee further; 
What a vaſt Maſs of Treaſure's here! There lie; 
I will uſe none; twill bring me Flatterers. 
I'll ſend a Pattern on't to the Athenians, 
And let em know what a vaſt Maſs I've found, 
Which Tl keep from em. I think I ſee a Paſſe | 
Not far off, I'll ſend it by him to the Senate. [Ex, mon. 
Enter Evandra. a 
Evan. How long thall I ſeek my unhappy Lord? 
But I will find him, or will loſe my Life. 


Oh! 


56 TIM 0 N ef Athens: 
Oh! baſe and thameful Villainy of Man; 
Amongſt ſo many Thouſands he has oblig'd, 

Not one would follow him in his Afflictions! 

Ha! here is a Spade! ſure this to ſome one 
Who's not far off; I will enquire of bin. f 

- - Emer Timon. 

Tim.' Who's there ? What Beaſt in thou that cm 
To trouble me? 

Evan. Pray do not hurt me; I am come to ſeek | 
The poor diſtreſſed Timon ; did you ſee him? 
Tim. If thou beſt born of wicked human Race, 

Why com'ſt thou hither to diſturb his Mind ? 

He has forſworn all Company. | 
Evan. Is this m $0 oh dreadful Transformation! 

My deareſt Lord, not know me? 

im. Thou wallſt upon rwo Legs, and haſt a Face 

Erect t'wards Heav'n; Ind all ſuch Animals 

I have abjur d; they are not honeſt ; 

Thoſe Creatures that are ſo, walk on all four. 

Prithee, be gone. 

Evan. He's much diſtracted dure! Have you forgocen 
Your poor Evaniare? 

Tim. No; Lud chere- was Rach u Ge; 
| Whom 1 us d ill! Why do'ſt thou follow Miſery, 

And add to it ? Prithee, be gone. 

Evan, Theſe cruel Words will break my Heart; I come 
Not to increaſe thy Miſery, but mend it. 
Ah! my dear Timon, why this Slave-like Habit! 
And why this Spade? 

Tim. Tis en lend Dioner with. 

Evan. I have converted part of m 
To Money and to Jewels, — have 
To lay em at thy Feet, and the 
Thou ſoon ſhalt have. 

Tim. I will not touch em; no, 1 ſhall be tg. 

Evas. Comfort thy (elf, an 3 this ſavage rst 
We have enough, in 1 of all the Baſeneſss 
Of th' Athenians : Let not thoſe Slaves 


Triumph o'er thy Afflictions; we'll live free. 
Tim. If thou diſſwad'ſt me from this Life, thou har'ſt 


For all the Principalities on Earth E: (me: 
mo I would 


KR 


Or, The MAN-HATER. E 
Nr e ee 
Thou tempt ſt me but in vain. F 
Evan. Be not ſo cruel. 
Nothing but Death ſhall ever take me from thee, 
2* IIl never change my Life: What would'ſt thou do 
With me? 
Evan. I'd 1ive the Game: I here Tie Me. 
A Temper or Condition I would leave. 
My Timon in? 
Tim. You muſt not ſtay wich we. 
Evan. 8 
I offer id thee all my —— 
And thou 3 denieſt me Part 
Of thy Afflictions. 
Tim. Ah Ge Snake ! is norehea black fic 
Too boiſterous a Chamberlain for ther. 
Or do'ſt thou think thele zeverend. Trees that have | 
Our-liv'd the Raven, will be to thee 2 | 
And «kip where thou K eme Will che back 
Candid with Morning Ice, be Caudle to thee ? 
Evan. Tha wi all co an. 2 
Tim, I'm as a , and may Temper 
* —— be tirafie. A 
Evan. Thou wik e Times Nall, chat's all 1 ark, a 
Tim. It was a Comfort 40 me, when | 4 
That thou wer't proſp'rous ; thou art too 
cnn ory -" 
Dunne Prithee 
Evan. To Death, if you command. 
Tim. I have foteſworm all human Comedes. 
vas. And ſo have I but thine. | 
Tim, Twill them be Miſery iadeed 0 
Evan. ' On my Knees I beg it. 
If thou refuſeſt me, Fil kill my ſelf, 
I ſwear by all the Gods. 
Tim. Rale, my Evendre ! 
on 9.4 oder to all the World, there is 
oman honeſt; if they ak me more, 
| will rr an i: Gan An dear Hate 


rn 


58 "TIM 0 N of Athens : 
| 1 ſhew thee Wealth enough J found with Digging, 
urchaſe all my Land » Which 4 
Wi hide from all Mankind. 
Evan. Put all my Gold pad Jewels to't. 
Tim. Well ſaid, Evandra! Look, here is MAI 
To make black white, foul fair, wrong right E 5 
Baſe noble, old young, Cowards v 1 | 
Ye Gods! here is enoug h to lug 
And Servants from your have: es This thing 
Make the hoar'd Lively ador'd, place Theres, 
And give em Title, Knee and Approbation; ; 
This — the roothleſs, warp d, and wither'd Widow 
This can embalm and ſweeten | 
Such as t  Spinde-houſe and ulcerous Creatures 
Would caſt the Gorge at: This can 'defile © 
The pureſt Bed, and make Divorce 'twixt Son 
And Father, Friends and Kindred, all Society; I On 33 
| Can bring up new Religions, and kill Kings. | 
EVuan. Let th Earth t breds i, hide fr there wil 


And 2 hired, Miſchief. 
Tim. Now Earth for a Root. 
Evan. 'Tis her unfathom'd Lag teems 5nd fees a, 
And ww ſuch "= corrupti 205 
Many yp aeg Wld is is wade of, doe"! * 
Engender — Tots Toads, and Adders blue, the ded New 
And Eye-leſs venom'd Worm, with all 
The loathſome Births the quickning Sun does ſhine on. 
Tim. Yield — * who ky thy buman Sons does hate, 
From out thy plenteous Boſom ſome poor Roots; 
_ up thy rile Womb to all things elſe; - 
up — Marrow, thy Veins, thy Tilth and paſture, 
f ungrateful Man with liquoriſh Dra — 
And unctuous Morſels, greaſes his pure 
That from it all Conſideration ſlips. 
But hold a while -I am faint and weary, 
My tender Hands, not us d to toil, are . ä 
whe wy y your ſelf, my deareſt Love 8 
e 
my la my Lap, and when thou baſt refreſh'd- 
T ſelf, 1'l — Fruits and Berries for the. 


Enter 


Or, The MAN-HAT ER. 7 

Enter Apemantus. E 

Tim. More Plague! More Man! retire into my Cave. 

0 i 24 68 Exit Evan. 

Apem. I was directed hither ;--Men wed 2 
That thou affect ſt my Manners, and do ſt uſe em. 

Tim. Tis then becauſe I would not keep a Dog 
Should imitate thee. | 

Apem. This is in thee a Nature but infected, 

A poor unmanly Melancholy, ſprung 

From Change of Fortune. Why this Spade? this Place? 
This Slave: like Habit, and theſe Looks of Care ? wo 
Thy ſordid Flart'rers yet wear Silk, lye ſoft, | 

Hug their diſeas d Perfumes, and have forgotten 

That ever * was. = not theſe Woods, 

By putting on the Cunning of a Carpet. 

B. Lc. a Flatt rer now, and ſeek — | 

By that which has undone thee, Hinge thy Knee, 
And let each Great Man's Breath blow. off thy Cap, 
Praiſe his moſt monſtrous Deformities, 

And call his fouleſt Vices excellent. 

Thou wert us'd thus. 

Tim. Do'ſt thou love to heat thy ſelf prate ? : 
em. No; but thou ſhould'ſt hear me ſpeak. x 
im. I hate thy $ „and ſpit at thee. | | 1 
Apem. Do not aſſume my Likeneſs to diſgrace it. 
Tim, Were I like thee, I'd uſe the Copy, | | 

As the Original ſhould be us'd. | 9 

Adem. How ſhould it be us d? | 

Im. It ſhould be hang d. 
| Apem. Before thou wett a Madman, now a Fool; 
Art thou proud ſtill? Call any of thoſe Creatures, 
Whoſe naked Natures live in all the ſpire | 
Of angry Heav'n, whoſe bare unbouſed Trunks | 
To the conflicting Elements expos'd, | 
Anſwer mere Nature, bid em flatter thee, 
And thou ſhalt find---. 
Tim. An Aſs of thee---- | * 
Apem. I love thee better now than e er 1 did — | 
G Tim. I hate thee worſe---- 
Apem. Why ſo? | 
Tim. Thou flattereſt Miſery. 
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Apem. I flatter not, but ſay thou arr une. 

Tim. Mhy do'ſt thou- feek me out? 

Apen Perhaps to vex thee. 

Tim. Always a Villain's Office, or a Fool's. 

Apem. If how aft pur on & foure fit and Rabi 

To caſtigate thy Pride, 'twere well; but thou 

Do'ſt it inforc dl De nn 
Thou dit be a Courtier 


Tim. Slave, thou. ly'[t; tis vert thee ti ff ting 


Which I would: beon Eat bg Fives her 
Apem. How m wi 
. Pomp! for this is lg ell, 
Never compleat, that 1 ar — With ; 
But thou haſt a contentleſs, OS - 
Thou ſhou'dſt defire to die, being — 
Tim. Not by his . * 
Apem: T am contented with 
Tim. Thou lyſt; thou woul 22 & if hon 
But tis a Bun ben char is light to hee, Puverk: 
For thou haſt been always us d to ct it. 
Thou art a e Apr) Fortune's render Arme 
With Favour never — bred a Dog: 
Had'ſt thou; like me; firſt Swank proceeded 
To all the ſweet — . hs this brief Wold 
Afforded me, thou would'ſt have Penn thy ſelf 
In general Riot, melted dow t 
In different Beds of Luſt, nk 
The icy Precepts of Morality; 
But had'ſt purſu'd th alluring Came before thee. 

Apem. Thou ly ſt -I would have liv'd. juſt as I do. 

Tim. Poor Slave thon do'ſt not know thyſelf! thou well 
Can'ſt bear what thou haſt been bred to; but for me, 
Who had the World as m CON 


The Tongues, the Eyes, oa, of all Men, 


At Duty more than 7 could — Employments for, 
That — upon me ſtuck, as ni 

Upon the Oak, they've with one Winter's Bruſh 
Fal'n from their Bou s, and left me © bare 
Ts every Storm that blows ; for me to 2% this, 


Who never knew but better, is a Burthen: 
Thy Nature did commence in Suff tance, Time 
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Hath made thee hard in't. Why ſhould'ſt thou hate Men? 
They never flatter d thee: If thou wilt curſe, 
Curſe then thy Father, who in ſpighe put Stuff 
To ſome She-P „ and compounded thee, 


A poor, hereduary Rogue 

— 7 4 Poor AR | 
The Middle of Humanity thou ne'er - | 
Did'ſt know, but the Extremity of both Ends: 

When thou wer't in thy Gilt and thy Perfumes 
Men mock'd thee for thy too much Curioſity; 
Thou in thy Rags know'ſt none. 

Tim. ne, thou tedious, prating Fool. 
That the whole Life of Athens were in this | 
One Root, thus would I eat it. 

Apem. I'll mend thy Feaſt. | 

Tim. Mend my Condition, take thy ſelf away. 

Apem. What would'ſt thou have to Athens 

The, in CI e 

Apem. When I have nothing elſe to do, 1 again. 

Tim. If there were nothing living but thy ſelf 
Thom Bona SING GE to me; 

1 a Beggar's Apemantus. © 
= e A TING IP 
im. W thou wer't enough to ſpit upon. | 
Apem. Tho em yoo bod nd-atith: we Miley | | 
That I could wiſh thee bur thou haſt already. 

Tim. Be gone, thou Iſſue of a mangy Dog. 1 
I ſwoon to ſee thee. N 

Apem. Would thou would'ſt burſt. 

Tim. Away, thou tedious Rogue, or I'll cleave thy Scull. 

Apem. Farewel, Beaſt. N . 

Tim. Be gone, Toad. 

Apem. Athenians report thou haſt found a Maſs | 
of Treaſure ; they'll find thee out: The Plague of Com- l 
pany light on thee. 1725 

Tim. Slave! Dog! Viper! out of my Sight. 
| | | Exit Apemantus. . 

Choler will kill me if I ſee Mankind! | 
Come forth, Evandra; thou art kind and good. 

77 Enter Evandra. 
Can'ſt thou cat Roots, and SO breſh'Spring? 


| 
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Qur Feaſting! is Pak rü bie 
Evan. W I eat | 

Or drink with thee is Feaſt enopgh to me; 

Would'ſt thou compoſe thy Thoughts, and be- content, 


I ſhou'd be happy ; [Brook, 
Tim. Let's . our Thirſt at; yonder murm'ring 
And then — a while. [Exeunt, 


Enter Poet, Painter, and Muſician. 

Poet. As I took Note oth Place, it cannot be far off 
where he abides. 

Mu ſ. Does the Rumour hold for certain, that he's ſo 
fall of Gold! 

Poet. Tis true! Hhas found an inſinite Store of Gold; 
He has ſent a Pattern of it to the Senate; 
You will ſee him a Palm in Athens, 
And flouriſh with the high 5 of 'em all; 
Therefore tis ſit, in this 1 Diſtreſs, 
We tender all our Services, to 

. If the Reporr be true, we ſhall, ſucceed... 

Re-enger, Timon. and Evandra, - 

Poet. We'll venture our joint Labours, Yom is. he, 
1 know by the Deſcription, 

Maſe Let's hideour ches, and lee how he uill ake i. | 


Evan. Here's Muſick in the Woods, 14 ? 


Tim. From flattering „who have heard that I 


have Gold ; bus that their Diſappointment would be great- 
cr, in s Pains for nought, I'd ſend any Backer 
Poet. , worthy Limos! — 
Muſ. Our "moſt noble Maſter 
Paint. My moſt excellent Lordi 
Tim. Have I once-liv'd.to.ſee three honeſt Men: 
Poet. Haying ſo often taſted, of your Bounty, 
And hearing you were retir d, your Friends fall'n off, 
For whoſe un 1 Natures we Are. griev'd,. 


We come to u 
Muſ. We — Mold, we ſhould 


Deſert our noble Patron. 
Tim. Moſt honeſt Men! oh! how ſhall * you ? 
Can 2 aud An cold. Water? 
- Port, What- 
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Poet. White'er we enn we will, to do you Service. 

Tim. Good Men! come, you are honeſt, y on have heard 
Thar have Gold enough! Nek Truth, ye'te honeſt. 
Poet. So it is ſaid; e WAGE c We Tot. 

Muſe. Not we, my Lord! | 

Paine. We thought not of it. | 

Tim. Youare Men, bat have one monſt'rous Fauk, 
Poet. I beſee your Honour, what is it? 
Im. Each of you truſts a damin'd notorious Knave. 

Paint. Who is that, my Lord ? 

* Tim. Why, one another, and each truſts hirnſelf. 

Ye baſe Knaves, tripartite! begone ? make haſte! 

Or I will uſe you r lie ones em. 
Poet. Fy, [AP run out. 
Tim. How {ok am 1 of this falſe World ? L now 

Prepare my Grave, to he where the- light Foam 

Of the outrageous Sea may waſh my Corps. 

Evan. My deareſt Timon, do nor talk of Death 

My Life and thine muſt determine. 

Tim. There is to eſt withour ir; prithee leave 
My wretched Fortune, and live and ha 
Wabboar thy Euer, waer Wealth 

Evan. | haveno Wealth dür ee, fer use denn e g, 

I am very fü and Ne [They nne down. 

Boner Melua u Chloe. , 

Mel. Let the Chariot ſtay there. It is moſt certain, he 
has found a Maſs of Money and be has ſent Word to 
the Senate, he is richer than ever. 

Chl. Sure, were he rich, he would appear again. 

Mel. If he be, 1 doubt noc ber wih my Love 11 charm 
him back to Athens, twas my deſerting him has made 
him thus | 

Chl. If he be not, ) kd | hn Aga 

Mel. If he be not, m Ny Premiſe hall be vain, 


For I'll be fare to break it: Thus you ſaw, 

When Alcibia#ts was banith'd 

I would not (ce him; I am always true | 

To Intereſt aud to myſelf. Thete Lord Times lies! 
Tim. What Wretch art thou, come to diſturb me ? 
Mel. 1 am one that loves thee Io, I cannot lofe thee ; 

Err 


To 
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To call thee back to Atbens, and her Arms 
Who cannot live without thee. 

Evan. It is Meliſſa ; prithee, liſten not 

Jo her deſtructive Syren's Voice. 

Tim. Fear not. oj a | 
Mel. Do'ſt thou not know thy dear Meliſſa, 
To whom thou mad'ſt ſuch Vows > 

Tim. O yes, I know that Piece of Vanity, 
That frail, proud, inconſtant, fooliſh thing. 

2 ne pn ting 
She {wore eternal Love to me; ſoon after, , 
She would not ſee me, ſhunn d me, lighted me. If 
Mel. Ah now I ſee thou never loy'dſt me, Timon 
That was a Tryal which I made of thee, If 
To find if thou did'ſt love me; if thou had'ſt, | 
Thou would'ſt have borne it: I lov'd thee then much more 
Than all the World-----but thou art falſe, I ſee, 

And any little Change can drive thee from me, 

And thou wilt leave me miſerable. 

Evan. Mind not that Crocodile's Tears, 

She would betray thee. 
Mel. Is there no Truth among Mankind? Had I 
So much Ingratitude, I had left 

Thy fallen Fortune, and ne er ſeen thee more: 

Ah Timon ! could'ſt thou have been kind, I could 

Rather have begg'd with thee, than have enjoy d 
With any other all the Pomp of Greece ; 

But thou art loſt, and haſt forgotten all thy Oaths. 
Evan. Why ſhou'd you ſtrive to invade another's Right? 
He's mine, for ever mine: Theſe Arms 
Shall keep him from thee. 1 
Mel. Thine! poor mean Fool! has Marriage made hi 
No. Thou' rt his Concubine, diſhoneſt Thing; 
I would enjoy him honeſtly. | | 
Tim. Peace, Screech- Owl! There is much more Honeſty 

In this one Woman, than in all thy Sex 
Blended together: Our Hearts are one, 
And ſhe is mine for ever. Wer't thou the Queen 
Of all the Univerſe, I would not change her for thee. 
Evan. Oh my dear Lord! This is jy i Cordial 
Than all the World can give. ain 
A | | 8 x Tim. Falſe! 
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Tim. Pull! goons] affected! vain füntaſtick Thing 


Degone, not ſee ther, unkſs I were | 
A Baſilisk : Thou boaſt'ſt that thou att honeſt of thy Body, 
E 


As if the Body made one honeſt: Thou haſt à y 
Corrupted filthy Mind 
Mel. I am no Whore as ſhe is. 5 
* — 1 ſhe's _ But thou art one in thy Soul. 
ne, or thoul't provoke me to do a thing u 
And beat thee 5 _ 8 
Mel. Fatrewel, Beaſt Ex. Mel. and Chlo. 
Evan. Let me kiſs thy Hand, my deareſt Lord, 
If it were poſſible, more dear than ever. 
Tim. Let's now go ſeek ſome a within my Cave, 
If any we can have without the Grave. Exeunt. 


ACN TERST E 
Enter Timon and Evandra. 
Tim. OW after all the Follies of this Life, 
Iimon has made his everlaſting Manſion 
Upon-the beached 2 of the Salt Flood, 
Where every Day the {well —— him: 
FFF Villainies, | 
Betraying Smiles, or th'oppreſling Frowns 
Of — and impotent — 
Evan. 8 not of Death, I cannot loſe thee yet, 
Throw off this dire, conſuming Melancholy. _ 
Oh could'ſt thou love as I do! d'ſt not have 
Another Wiſh but me. There is no State on Earth 
Which I can envy while I've thee within 
Theſe Arms Comfort to thee, think not yet 
Of Death----leave not Evandre yet. 
Tim. Think'ſt thou in Death we thall not think, 
And know, and love, better thai we can hete 2 
Oh yes, Evendra ! There our Happineſs 
Will be without a Wiſh----I feel my long Sickneſs 
Of Health and Living now begin to mend, 
And nothing will bring me all things: Thou, Evandya, 
Art the thing alone on Earth would make me with 
To play my Part upon the troubleſome Stage, 
Where Folly, Madueſs, * and Cruelty, 
5 1 3 
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Are the only Actions repreſeuted. 

Evan. That I have 1s loy'd my Timon farhfully, 
Without one erring Thought, the Gods can witneſs ; 
And as my Life was: rae; tay Deck that bo, 
If I one — after thee ſurvive, 

The Scorn and Infamy of all my Sex 
Light on me, Jag gu U be 
eliſſa s Slave. 
Tim. Oh my ador'd Evandra ! 
Thy Kindneſs covers me with Shame and Grief, | 
1 2 deſerv d ſo little from thee; 
Wer't not for thee Id wiſh the World on Fire. 
Enter Nicias, Phzax, Iſidore, Iſander, Cleon, Thra- 
1 | fillus, and 'Flius. 
N ore Plagues 


Nic. How hp 163 the worthy Timon ? 
It grieves our Hearts to ſee thy low Condition, 
And we are come to mend it. 
Pheax. We and th Athenians cannot live without thee ; 
Caſt from thee this ſad Grief, moſt noble Timon, 
The Senators of Athens thee with Leit 
Tbeir Love, and do with one conſenting Voice 
Intreat thee back to Athen:. 
Tim. I thank em, and would ſend em back the Plogniy 
Could I bur catch it for 'em. 
Ftius. The Gods forbid! they beten moſt ſincerely. 
Tim. I will return em the fame Love they bear me. 
Nic. Forget, moſt noble Timos : they are ſorty - 
They ſhould deny thee thy Requeſt; they do 
Coufels their Fault; the publick Body, 
Which ſeidom does recant, confeſſes it. 
Cleon. And bas ſent us 
Tim. A very ſcurvy Sample of char Body ! 
Pheax. Oh my good Lord! we've ever lov you beſt 
Of all Mankind. 
Tbruſ. And equal with our ſelves. | 
IF Our Hearts and Souls were ever 'fixt upon . 
ſand. We would ſtake our Lives for you. 
Pheax. We are all griey'd to think you ou d 
So miſinterpret our belt Loves. 
Cleon. Which dal cont cyer firm to you. | 
: IN. 
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Tim. Good Men! you much ſurprize me, even to Tears; 
Lend me a Fool's Heart, and Womens Eyes, 
And I'll beweep theſe Comforts, worthy Lords. 
Nic. We beg your Honour will interpret 
Pheax. The Senate has reſerv'd ſome ſpecial Dignities 
Now vacant, to confer on you. They pray | | 
You will return, and be their Captain, 
Allow'd with abſolute Command. 
Nic. Wild Alcibiades a qo" Athens 
With all his Force, and like a ſavage Bear, 
Roots up his Country's Peace; emmy beg: | | ; 
ot ul Aſſiſtance. | 
beax. We all know thou xt wonhy, 
And haſt oblig'd thy Country heretofore 
ond Return. 
Flint. Therefore, good noble Lord. 
„ A Lords, 
Alcibiades my Countrymen, 
Let * this of Timon, | 
That Timon cares not: But if he ſack fair Athens, E 
And take our goodly aged Men by th' Beards, 
Giving up pureſt Vir $ to the Stain | 
Of beaſtly mad · brain d War; chen e bin know, 
In Pry of the Aged and dhe Young, h 
I cannot chuſe but tell him that I care not, 
And let him take't at worſt ; for their Swords care not, | 
While you have Throats to anſwer : For my (elf, 
There's not a Kniſe in all th' unruly Camp, / 9 
Bur 1 do love, and value more chan the er 5 
Moſt revrend Throat in Athens, tell em 1 ! | | 
Be Alcibiad, , ungrateful Villains! | | 
Pheax. Oh 1 Lord! you think too hardly of us. 
Alius. Hang im! there's no Hopes of him. 
Nic. He'll ner return; he truly is Mi anthropos. 
Pheax. You have Gold, my Lord, wi ow, not ve 
Your Country with ſome of it. 
Tim. O my dear Country I do recant | | 
Commend me kindly to the Senate, tell mm j\ _ 
If they will come all in one Body to me, ; + 
And follow my Advice, they ſhall be welcome. 
Nis 12 ure they will, my noble Lord. 
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Tim. 1 will inſtruct em how to eaſe their Griefs, 
Their Fears of hoſtile Strokes, their Aches, Loſſes, 
Their covetons Pangs, with other incident Throes 
That Nature's fragil Veſſels muſt ſuſtain | 
In Life's uncertain Voy 
Pheax. How — Lord! dis kind Care is noble. 
Tim. Why even thus 
I will point out the moſt convenient Trees 
In all this Wood, to hang themſelves upon. 
And fo fink ye covetous fawnitg Slaves t 
Let me not ſer the Face of Man mote, I 
Had rather ſee a Tyger faſting---- 
Nic. He's loſt to all out Pur 
Pheax. Let's ſend & Party out of Ales. to him, 
To force him to confeſs his Treaſure ; 
And put him to the Torture, if he will not. 
Nic. It will do well; let's away. [Drums. 
Elius. Wha: Drums are thoſe > N 
Pheax. They mult belong to Alcibiades. 
To Horſe, and fly, or we ſhall chance be taken. [Exenve, 
Tim. Gof » Evanitya, to m Cave, ot thou - 
May'ſt ſuffer b the Rage of laſtful Villains. 
Enter Alcibiades with Phryne and Thais, two Whores. 
Alcib. Command a Halt, and ſend a 
To ſummon Athens from me! 
What art thou there? ſpeak. {thee 
Tim. A two-legy'd Beaſt, bs thou arr, Cankers gnaw 
For ſhewing me the Fate of Man 
Alcib. Is Man ſo hateful to thee! What art thou? 
Tim. I am Miſantbropos! 1 hate Mankind: 
And for thy Part, I wiſh thou wert # Dog, 
That I might lore thee — Pr 
But now I think on't, thou att going 
Againſt yon cutſed Town : Go on! It is 
A worthy Cauſe. | 
Alcib. Oh Timon ! now 1 ktiow thee; 12 ferry 
For thy Misfortunes ; and hope a little time © 
Will give me Occaſion to redreſs em. 
Tim, I will not altet my Condition 
For all you e er ſhall conquer; no, go ori, 
Faint with Man's Blood the Earth: ye it well. 
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Religious Canons, Civil Laws are cruel, 
What then muſt War be ? 
Aleib. How came the noble Timon by this 
Tim. As the Moon does by wanting Light to > 
And then renew I could not like che Moon 
There were no Suns to borrow of. 
Tim. Wa, promiſe ms abe and perm 
Tim. W me Fri , none. 
If thou wilt 8 thou art — 
if thou do ſt perform, th thou art none neither. 
Alcib. 1 am griev'd to ſee thy Miſery. 
Tim. Thou ſaw'ſt it when I was rich. 
Alcib. Then was a happy Time. 
- Tim. As thine is now, abus'd by a Brace of Harlots, 
Whar, do'ſt thou fight with Women by thy Side ? 
Alcib. No; but after all the Toils and — of the 
Day with Men, I refreſh my ſelf at Night with Women. 
im. Theſe falſe Whores of thine have more Deſtructi- 
on in 'em than thy Sword. 
Phry. Thou art a Villain to ſay ſo 
Thais: 1s this he, that was "he Athenian Minion? 
A ſnarling Raſcal. 
Tim. Be Whores ſtill ; they love you not that uſe you 
Employ all your Salt Hours to ruine Youth, 
Sofren their Manners into a Lethargy 
Of Senſe and Action. 
' Phry. Hang thee, Monſter! We ate not Whores, we 
are Miſtreſſes to Alcibiades. 
Tim. The right Name is Whore, do not miſcal it; 
Ye have been fo to many. 
Thais. Out on you, Dog. 
Alcib. Pray — him, 
His Wits are loſt in his Calamities: 
I have but little Gold, but here's ſome for thee. 
Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. 
Alcib. Wks oy go 'gainſt Athens with me? 
Tim. If ye „Id go with 
But T'll not ja with Men; yet I love t 
8 — wer born 
To ruin' thy baſe 
Alcib. I've 2 to 1 if ſhe ol 
Tl lay her on a Heap. 
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Tim. It were a glorious Act! go on, go on; 

Here's Gold for thee; ſtay, I'll fetch thee more. 
Alcib. What Myſtery is this ! whereſhould he bavyethis 2 
Tim. Here's more Gold and Jewels! go on, 

Be a devouring Plague; let not 

Thy Sword skip one; ſpare thou no Sex or Age: 

Pity not honon'd Age or his white Beard, 

He's an Uſurer ; ſtrike the counterfeit Matron, 

It is her Habit only chat is honeſt, 

Her ſelf's a Bawd; let not the Virgin's Cheek 
Make ſoft thy Sword, nor Milk-Paps giving Suck; 
Spare not the Babe, whoſe dimpled Smiles 
From Fools exhauſt their Mercy; think "twill be 
A Rogue or Whore, ere long, if thou ſhould'ſt fpare it. 
Put Armour on thy Eyes and Ears, whofe Proof 
Nor Yells of Mothers, Maids, nor crying Babes, 

Nor Sight of Prieſts in holy Veſtments bleeding, 

Shall pierce one jot. 
Phry. Haſt thou more Gold, good Timos ? give us ſome. 
Thais. What pity tis he ſhould be thus melancholy ! 

He is a fine Perſon now. 

Tim. Oh flattering Whores! but that Tm ſure you will 

Do Store of Miſchief, —— 12223 
Here ! Be ſure you be Whores ſtil, 

And who with pious Breath ſeeks to convert 
Be ſtrong in Whore, allure and burn him up; 
Thatch your thin Skulls with Burthens from the Dead, 
Some that were hang'd no matter, 
Wear them! betray with them, Whore ſtill ; 
Paint till a Horſe may mire upon your Facts---- 
A Pox on Wrinkles, I ſay. | 

Thais. Well, more Gold, Tay what thou wilt. 

Tim. Sow your Conſumprions in the Bones of Men; 
Dry up their Marrows, pain their Shins 
And Shoulders: Crack the Lawyet's Voice, that he 
May never bawl, and plead falſe Title more. 
Entice the luſtful and diſſembling Prieſts, 
That ſcold againſt the Quality of Fleſh, | 
And not believe themſelves ; I am not well. 
Here's more, ye proud, laſcivious, tampant Whores. 
Do you dama others, and let this damn you; * 


And Ditches be all your Death- beds and your Graves. 
Phy. More and more Money, bounteous Times. 
Tim. More Whore! more firſt, ; 


roy r 

© ber dior. bim! faremel, 
If I thrive well, III viſit thee again. 

Tim. If I thrive well, 1 ne'er ſhall fee thee more: 
I feel Death's happy Stroke upon me now, 
een 
He will not let me go again, F 

. ww: thy 2 


Confound Athens, and Exit Tim. 


Alcib. Now march, ſound — and beat Drums; 


And let che Terror of the Noiſe invade 
Th' ungrateful, cowardly, uſurious Senate. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Nicias, Alius, Cleon, Thraſillus, Iſidore, Ifan- 
_ —_ upon w 9 I, ny | 
c. W we do to a d 
He has an Army able to — us. . 
Pheax. We — een humbly bow our Necks, chat he 
May tread on 'em, 
it. He is a Man of caly Nature, ſoon won by 
Soothin 
Nic. tremble leſt be ſhould 2 Sentence. 
Md. If we ſhou'd reſiſt, he'll 
Iſand. „„ 
Out Wives and Daughters. 
Nic. What will become of you and me, Pheax? 
We 2 I tremble for it. 
Pheax. Let us appear moſt forward in delivering up 
the Town to him, 
Nic. If we reſiſt, he'll aſe a Conqu'ror's. Power, 
And nothing then will (cape the Fury, of 
The headſtrong Soldiers; we muſt all ſubmit, 
See, he ap — Theſe Drums and Trumpets 
Strike Torn. in me! Heay'n help all. 

Enter Herald, zben Alcibiades and bis Army. 
Akib. Whas, Anſwer, make they to my Summons? 
Herald. They. are on the Works to treat with you, 
2 There's a white Flag! let us approach em. 

ou on the Works give me and my A Entrance, 
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And make you all a Prey to Spoil and Rapine; 
And ſuch a Flame I'll light your Ears 
Shall make Greece tremble. 
Nic. My noble Lord, we mean _— leſs. 
Pheax. Only we beg your Honour will forgive us. 
Nic. We've been ungrateful, and are much aſham'd on't; 

Your Lordſhip ſhall tread upon our Necks, if you think 

We cannot but condemn our (elves, [good ; 

But we appeal to your known Mercy and 

Your Generoſity. | | 

 Pheax. March, noble Lord, into our City, 

With all the Banners ſpread ; we are thy Slaves. 

Alius. Your Footſtools. : 

Id. Whatever you will make us. 

Thraſ. Enter our City, noble Alcibiades, but leave 

Your Rage behind you. . 

Iſand. Set but your Foot againſt our Gates, and they 

Shall open----ſo you will enter like a Friend. 

Alcib. Open the Gates, without Capitulations, 

For if I ſet my Battering-Rams to work, 

Lou muſt expect no Mercy. | 

Nic. We will, my good Lord | 

[They all come down, Nicias preſents Alcibiades tho 
Keys upon bis Knees. 

Our Lives and Fortunes now are in thy Hands; 

But we fly to thy Mercy for Protection. . 
Alcib. You merit as much Mercy as you ſhewd 

To Thrafibulus ; ſuch monſtrons Ingratitude 

Will make your villainous Names grow odious 

To all the Race of Men, but to your ſelves, 

To whom Vertue is ſo. | | 
Pheax. 'Twas the whole Senate's Voice. 

Alcib. A Senate! a Den of Thieves! I little thought 

When I wreſted the Pow'r from the Rabble, 

To give it you, you would be worſe than they; 

But moſt of you deſerve the Oftraciſm : 

Some of you are ſuch Rogues, you'd ſhame the Gibbet 
Nic. Good my Lord, tread on our Necks, but pardon us. 
Pheax, We'll be your Slaves, if you'll forgive us, 
Alcib. Can you forgive Thrafibulus when he's dead? 

Muſt we be us'd thus atter our frequent Hazards, __ 


4 %. .,) we 
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Our Toils, hard Sore. Marchi Watching, Faſting, 
Such dreadful Hardſhips ; e one fach Nigh 
A Beaft r 
And all for th, e r 
In Peace at wallow in their 1 
Muſt we, de Bulwarks of our Country, be 
e Lond. 
heax 70 

Alins. 11 

Cleon. Pardon us, good Le e 

Thraf. V 


In the ub where I'll order the IIpirarss 
To aſſemble all the People — 
And on your Knees preſent your ſelyes 
With Halters bout your Necks. 
Pheax. n #2 
2 Diſpute it not; for by the Gods, if you 


Fail in this ye all, 
Full in this pon ERS: 
Your Race---—--March on. 

Give Order that not a Man ſhall break his Ranks, 
Or ſhall offend the regular Courſe of Juſtice, | 
On Penalty of Death—-March on Ex. Omnet. 
Enter Timon and Evandra, coming out of the Cave. 
Evan. Oh my dear Lord ! why do you and bend, 
Like Flowers oer d with Due, whoſe yi ding Stalks 
Cannot ſupport em? I have a Cordial, whi 4011 J 

Will much revive t by Spris 
Tim. No, {ſweet Evanidra, ' 
1 have taken the beſt Cordial, Days b which now 
Kindly begins to work about m 
I feel him, he comforts me at 
Evan. Oh my dear Timon ! —— 
That 1 ſhould live to ſee this fatal Da 
Had Death but ſeiz d me firſt, oY 
Tim. My y poor Evandra, n 
Leſt Death o ertake me he 
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Can ſt do for Timon. 
Evan. Hard, ſtubborn Hearr, | 
Wilt thou not break yet? Death, why an thou coy 
To me that court 25 2 | 
Tim. me own 
In my e h's the trueſt Friend, 
That will not flatter, but el plainly * us. 
So, now m on Eart | | 
Is almoſt finiſh'd: Non, ne Evanara, . 1 
J charge thee, by our Loves, our mutual Loves, 
Live! and live happy after me; and if 
A Thought of Timon comes into thy Mind, 
And brings a Tear from thee, let ſome Diverſion 
Baniſh it quickly,-----ſtrive to forget me. 
Evan. Oh Timon ! Think ſt thou, Iam ſuch a Coward 
I will not keep my Word? Death ſhall not part us. 
Tim. If thou'lt not iſe me to hve, I cannot 
Reſign my Life in Peace, I will be with thee 
After my Death ; my Soul ſhall follow thee, 
And hover ſtill about thee, and guard thee from 


All Harm. | 
Evan. Life is the Harm when thou art dead. 
Tim. Can'ſt thou forgive thy Timon, who involv'd 
Thee in his ſad — — * wy 
Evan. It is a Bleſſing to 
With thee : Oh! thou look'ſt pale, Sa 
Oh! whither art thou going? {changes ; 
Tim. To my laſt Home. f thee, live, Evandra ; 
Thos Jov'ſt me not, — — 
> Thou only, . 
Fare wel. Dies. 
Evan. He's gone! he's gone! would all the World were 
I muſt/make Haſte, or 1 ſhall not o ertake {fo! 
Him in his Flight. Timon, I come, ſay. for 2 | 
Farewel, baſe World. Stabs 5 elf. Dies. 
Enter Alcibiades, Phrinias, e Thais, Sis Officers and 
Devin fon bis Train, the Senators. wen r by 
degrees aſſembling. 
: | E Euter Meliſla. 
Met. My Alcibiades! welcome | dinkly welovioet 
The Joys of Love and Conqueſt ever blcls thee, oh wh 
21 | 0 


% 
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Of Woman-kind : Now thy Meliſſa's ha pps | 
She has liv'd to ſee the utmoſt Day the wiſh d for, 
Oer this ungrateful City; and but that 
I every Day heard thou wert marching hither, 
Alcib. What gay, vain prating thing is this ? 
0 How ied) do you queſtion who Meliſſa is? 
I know Meliſſa, and therefore give her ſuch 
Titles ; for when the Senate baniſh'd me, 
Before the had ſworn eternal Love to me; 
I fee thy Snares too to be 
Whoever told you ſo betray'd me baſcly. 
Not ſee you! ſure there's not a Sight on Earth 
—_ All this _—— to Timon ; and next Day 
pis'd him----I been inform'd 
1 have Whores, good haneft faithful Whores 
Good Antidotes againſt thy Poiſon----Love ; 
Kind, faithful, loving Whore, better than 
A Thouſand, baſe, ill-natur'd honeſt Women ? 
This from my Alcibrades. 
Alcib. Do not 
I have a Corporal chat has ſerv'd me well, 
I will prefer you to him. 
Fl! never ſee you [Bxir. 
Alcib. 1 . will not. 


Wonder and Terror of Mankind, — 
Her Alcibiades return with Conqueſt 
I had been "wk thee Jong ere this. 
r _-*_ 
She would nor ſee me, cho upon her Knees 
now. 

Mel. I neter refus'd to fee you, ,Heav'n can witneſs ! 
I'd chuſe before you: You make me aſtoniſh'd ! 
Of al your Ealthond, and I hate thee fort; 
Thy baſe falſe Love; abd id dns; is mat 0as 

Mel. fe I ſhould have liv d to heat 

Nun 

Since I once lik d thee, I'll do ſomething for thee: 

Mel. How bave 1 merired this Scorn-——farewel, 

[Enter _ with drawn Swords, hauling 


How now ! 3 Vickmes? 
1 Sold. My Lord 1 this ſnarling villainous Philo- 
ſopher, with open 9 rail d at the n 
2 
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ſaid the General was a Villain: Shall we cut his 


Throat? 


Alcth. No! * him not! wihad him! 


Why, Apemantus, did'ſt thou call me Villain? 


Apem. 1 always ſpeak my Thoughts: Not all 


The Swords oh” Army ine my Throat 


Can fright me from the Truth 
Alcib. Why doſt thou think I am one? | 
Apem. Tis true, that this baſe Town deſerves thy 
And all the Terror and the Puniſhment [Scourge, 
Thou can'ſt inflict upon it: The Deed is good, 
But yet thou do'ſt it ill; private Revenge, 
Baſe Paſſion, headſtrong Luſt, incite thee to it; 
Had they not 8 thou would ſt have ſuffer'd 


. Wrong ſtill to proſper, and th inſulting Tyrants 


To 73. Jag ſell, oy grow fat with their ppreſſion, 


And wouldſt have wy in them. 


Alcib. Thou rail'ſt roo much for a Philoſopher. 
Apem. Nay, frown not, Lord, I fear thee not, nor 


love thee ; 


All th good Parts thou drown'ſt in Vice and Riot, 


In Paſſion and Vain- glory: How proud art thou 
Of all thy Conqueſts hen a poor Rabble 
Of idle Rogues, who elſe had been in Jails, 
Perform'd 'em for thee ; how falſe is Soldier's Honour! 
With Drums and Trumpets, and in the Face of Day 
With daring Impudence Men go to murther Mankind. 
—* in the 4 Actions of their Lives, 
— 1 1 they ſneak and hide themſelves 
k; 1 — your —.— — your Madneſs. 
2 Thou art a ſnarli 
1 Sold. Shall I run him t — 
2 Hold. 
Apem. I fear thee not. 
leib. My ever honour d Socrates farour d thee, 
And for his ſake I ſpare thee. 
Apem. How much did Socrates loſe his Pains in thee ? 
Had'ſt thou obſery'd his Principles, thond'ſt been honeſt. 


Enter Nicias, Thraſillus, Phæax, Iſidore, Iſander, Elius, 


and Cleon, with Halter. about their N able, 


Nicias. We come, my noble A at thy A 


t his 


- 
. 


- Or, The MAN-HATER. - 


And thus we humbly kneel before thy Mercy. 
Pheax. Spare our Lives, and oe employ 'em in 
Thy Service, worthy Akibiades. 


_ 


Aleib. Do you acknowledge you're ungrateful Knaves 


All. We do. 
Alcib. And that you have uſed me baſely. 
All. We have, but we are very ſorry 


Alcib. I ſhould do well to hang you for the Death 


Of my brave Officer; but Th ſuch baſe Lives 
As yours would not weigh with his ! Go, ye have 
Your Liberty. And now the People are bled, 
I will declare my Intentions towards them. 


[He aſcends the Pulpit. 


My Fellow-Citizens ! I will not now upbraid 
You for the unjuſt Sentence paſt upon me, 
In the Return of which I have ſubdu'd 
Your Enemies, and all tevolted Plates, 
Made you victorious both at Land and Sea, 


And with continual Toil and numberleſs Dangers _ 


Stretcht out the Bounds of your Dominions far a 


Above your Hopes or Expectations. - 
I'll not recount the man 


e 
r « 'Tis enough 


You know how I have ſerv'd you. Now it remains 


I farther ſhould declare my ſelf; I come 
Firſt to free you good Citizens of Athens 
From the moſt inſupportable Yokes 

Of your Four Tyrants; and then next 
To claim my own Eſtate, which has unjuſtly 
By them been kept from me that rais'd them. 


I do confeſs, I in revenge of your Decree 


Againſt me, ſet up them, but never thought 
They would have ſuch-curſed Tyrants to you, 
Till now, they have gone on, and fill'd the Time 
With moſt licentious Acts, making their Wills, 
Their baſe corrupted Wills, the Scope of Juſtice, 
While you in vain a Sufferings. 
Thus when a few lord it o'er the reſt, 

They govern for themſelves, and not not the People. 
They tob and pill from them, from thence t increaſe 
Their private Stores; but when the Government 


Is 
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Is in the Body of the People, they 
Will do themſelves no Harm; therefore henceforth 
I do pronounce the Government fhall devolve 
Upon the People, and may Heay'n proſper em. 
[People ſhout, and cry, Alcibiades! Alcibiades ! 
Long live Alcibiades ! Liberty, Liberty, &c. 


| Alcib. deſcends. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. My noble Lord! I went as you commanded, 
And found Lord Timon dead, and his Evandra 
Stabb'd, and juſt by him lying in his Tomb, 
On which was this Inſcription. 
Alcib. III read it. | 


Here lies a wretched Coarſe, of wretched Soul bereft, 
Timon my Name, @ Plague conſume you Caitiffs left. 


Poor Timon ! J once knew thee the moſt flouriſhing Man 
Of all th' Athenians, and thou ſtill hadſt been ſo, 

Had not theſe ſmiling, flattering Knaves devour'd thee, 
And murder'd thee wirh baſe Ingratitude. 

His Death pull'd on the poor Evendra's too; 

That Miracle of Con in Love. i 

Now all repair to their reſpective Homes, | 
Their ſeveral Trades, their Bus'neſs and Diverſions ; 
And whilſt I guard you from your active Foes, 

And fight your Battels, be you ſecure at home. 


May Athens flouriſh with a laſting Peace, 
And may its Wealth and Power e er increaſe. 


All the People ſhout and cry, Alcibiades ! Alcibia- 
des! Liberty! Liberty! &c. 
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EPILOGUE. 


F there were Hopes that ancient, ſolid Wit 
Might pleaſe within our new fantaſtickPit, 
This Play might then ſupport the Critick's Shock, 
This Scien grafted upon Shakeſpeat's Stock 
For, join'd with his, our Poet's Part might thrive, 
Kept by the Vertue of bis Sap alive. 
Tho' now no ry mg Engliſh Plays 


Than good old Hoſpitality you praiſe ; 


The Time ſhall come, when true old Senſe ſball riſe 
In Judgment over all your Vanities. _, 3 
Slight Kickſhaw Wit 0'th' Stage, French Meat at Feaſts, 
Now daily tantalize the bungry Gueſts ; 
While the old Englith Chine ud to remain, 
And many bungry Onſets would ſuſtain. 
At theſe thin Feaſts each Morſels ſwallow'd down, 
And ev'ry thing but the Gueſts Stomach's gone. 
At theſe new-faſhion'd Feaſts you've but a Taſte, 
With Meat or Wit you ſcarce can break a Fa 
This Jantee Slightneſs to the French we owe, 
And that makes all ſlight Wits admire em ſo. 
They're of one Level, and with little Pains 
The frothy Poet Reception gains ; 

u 


But to hear Engliſh Wit there's uſe of Brains. 


Tho' Sparks to imitate the French think fit, 

In want of Learning, Affectation, Wit, 

And, which is moſt, in Clothes; we'll ne er ſubmit. 

Their Sbips or Plays oer ours ſhall ne er advance, 

For our third Rates ſhall match the firſt of France. 

With Englith Judges this may bear the Teſt, 

Who will for Shakeſpear's Part forgive the reſt. 

The Sparks judge but as they bear others ſay ; 

They cannot think enough to mind @ Play. 

They 10 catch Ladies (which they dreſs at) come ; 

Or cauſe they cannot read or think at home; 3 
| a ' 
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Each bere doux yeux and an'rous Looks imparts, 
Levels Crevats and Perriwigs at Hearts ; 

Vet ebey themſelues more than the Ladies ming, 
And but for Vanity wou'd bave © em * ; 
No Paſhon, 1 
But for their own dear Perſons ſons, thew can nous: | 
Tb' admire themſelves too mnch tg he in Love. 


Who oply their own Senſe or Perſons like, 
But to the Men of Wit our Poet flies, 
To ſave him from Wit's mortal Enemies: 
Since for his Friends be bas the beſt of thoſe, 
- Guarded by them, be fears not little Foes. 
| =-u_ with each Miſtreſs we muſt Favour find, 
Dey for Camry; e will ſure be kind; 

As . al thoſe 10 2 Love inclin d. 


* - 
* 
* 
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Nor Wit nor Beauty their bard Marti can ſtrike, 4 


4 
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